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IT  WAS  A  LOYER  AND  HIS  LASS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  house  of  Gowanbrae  was  not  au  old 
historical  house,  like  the  castle  of  Murk- 
ley.  It  had  no  associations  ranging  back  into 
the  mists.  It  was  half  a  cottage,  half  a  country- 
mansion-house,  built  upon  a  slope,  so  that  the 
house  was  one  story  higher  on  one  side  than 
on  the  other.  The  ground  descended  from 
the  back  to  a  wooded  dell,  in  which  ran  a 
sparkhng,  noisy  burn,  like  a  cottage  girl,  al- 
ways busy,  singing  about  its  work  as  it  trickled 
over  its  pebbles.  The  view  from  the  higher 
windows  commanded  a  great  sweep  of  country, 
long  moorlands  and  pastures,  mth  here  and 
there  a  comfortable  farm-steading,  and  a  group 
of  carefully  cultivated  fields.  The  noble  Tay 
VOL.  III.  B 
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sweeping  do^vii  into  its  estuary  was  not  more 
imlike  the  bum  than  this  modest,  cosy  viUa 
was  unlike  the  old  ancestral  house,  ■s\'ith  its 
black  wainscot  and  deep  walls.  The  grand- 
fathcr  of  ^Margaret  and  Jean  had  built  it  wdth 
his  Indian  monev  when  he  came  back  after  a 
lifetime  of  sei'\ace  in  the  East — hard,  and 
long,  and  unbroken,  such  as  used  to  be,  when 
a  man  would  not  see  his  native  country  or 
belongings  for  twenty  years  at  a  stretch. 
This  old  officer's  daughter  had  not  been  a 
sufficient  match  for  the  heir  of  Murkley,  but 
it  was  a  fortunate  circumstance  afterwards  for 
]\Iargaret  and  Jean  that  their  mother's  little 
property  was  settled  upon  them.  Everything 
in  the  house  was  bright  but  homely.  It  had 
always  been  delightful  to  Lilias,  to  whom  Go- 
Avanbrae  meant  all  the  freedom  of  childhood, 
open  air,  and  rm^al  life.  She  was  not  the  lady 
or  princess  there,  and  even  Margaret  acknow- 
ledged the  relaxation  of  state  which  this  made 
possible.  But,  when  the  little  family  travelled 
thither  on  this  occasion,  the  charm  of  the  old 
life  was  a  little  broken.  Not  a  word  had 
been  said  to  Lilias  of  Lewis'  proceedings. 
vShe  was  told  drily  in  Jean's  presence  by  Miss 
Margaret,  who  gave  her  sister  a  severe  look  of 
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warning,  that  ]\Ii-.  Miu-ray  had  called  to  say 
good-bye,  but  that  it  had  not  been  thought 
necessary  to  call  her. 

'You  have  seen  but  little  of  him,'  ]\Iargaret  said. 

Lilias  did  not  make  any  remark.  She  did 
not  think  it  necessary  to  tell  how  much  she 
had  seen  of  LeA\as,  and,  to  tell  the  truth,  she 
did  not  think  it  certain  that  an  opportunity 
of  saying  good-bye  to  him  personally  would 
not  be  afforded  to  her.  But,  as  a  matter-of- 
fact,  there  was  no  further  meeting  between  the 
two,  and  Lilias  left  JMurkley  with  a  little  sur- 
prise, and  not  without  a  little  pique,  that  he 
should  have  made  no  attempt  to  take  his  leave 
of  her.  She  had  various  agitating  scenes  with 
Katie  to  make  up  for  it,  and  on  the  other  hand 
an  anxious  visit  from  j\Irs.  Stormont,  full  of 
excitement  and  indignation. 

'  What  can  take  ]\Iargaret  away  at  this  mo- 
ment ?  it  is  just  extraordinary,'  that  lady  said,  in 
the  stress  of  her  disappointment.  'For  I  can- 
not suppose,  Jean,  my  dear,  that  you  have 
anything  to  do  Avith  it.  Dear  me,  can  she 
not  let  well  alone  ?  Where  could  you  be  better 
than  atMurkleyf 

'  We  arc  both  fond  of  our  own  house,'  Jean 
said,  Avitli  gentle  self-assertion. 

B  2 
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'  Bless  me !'  cried  Mrs.  Stoniiont,  '  are  you 
not  just  tlie  same  as  in  your  own  house  ?  I 
am  .sure,  tliough.  it  belongs  to  Lilias,  that 
Margaret  is  mistress  and  more.' 

' — And  Lilias  is  fain,  fain  to  get  to  Gowanbrae. 
She  was  always  fond  of  tlie  place — and  we 
think  her  looking  wliitc,  and  that  a  change 
will  do  her  good.' 

'  Oh !  I  am  ver}'  avoII  aware  Margaret  will 
never  want  for  reasons  for  what  she  does,' 
cried  the  indignant  mother. 

Meanwlulo  Katie  was  sobbing  on  Lilias'  shoul- 
der. '  He  says  he  will  go  away.  He  says  he  can- 
not face  it,  his  mother  Avill  just  drive  him  out  of 
his  senses ;  and  what  is  to  become  of  me  \ntli 
nobody  to  speak  to  V  Katie  cried. 

'  Oh  !  Katie,  cannot  you  just  wait  awhile  ? — 
you  are  younger  than  I  am,'  said  Lilias,  in 
desperation. 

'  And  when  I  think  that  we  might  just  have 
been  going  on  as  happy  as  ever,  if  it  had  not 
been  you  forsaking  us !'  cried  Katie. 

Lihas  was  too  magnanimous  to  defend  herself. 
She  treated  the  departm-e  as  a  great  ordinance  of 
Nature  against  which  there  was  not  a  word  to  be 
said.  But  when  the  last  evening  passed,  and  no- 
where in  park  or  wood  did  there  appear  any  trace 
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of  the  figure  which  had  grown  so  famihav  to  her, 
to  say  a  word  or  look  a  look,  it  cannot  be  denied 
that  a  certain  disappointment  mingled  "with  the 
surprise  in  Lilias'  heart.  She  could  not  under- 
stand it.  Though  Margaret  thought  they  had 
seen  so  little  of  each  other,  there  had  been,  in- 
deed, a  good  deal  of  intercourse.  Lilias  was 
very  sure  it  had  always  been  accidental  inter- 
course, but  still  they  had  met,  and  talked,  and 
exchanged  a  great  many  opinions,  and  that  he 
should  not  have  felt  any  desire  to  see  her  again 
was  a  bewilderment  to  the  girl.  She  did  not 
say  a  syllable  on  the  subject,  by  which  even 
]\Iiss  Jean  concluded  that  it  was  of  no  import- 
ance to  her,  but,  as  in  most  similar  cases,  Lilias 
thought  the  more.  She  looked  out  with  a 
little  anxiety  as  her  sisters  and  she  drove  to  the 
station  in  their  little  brougham.  They  passed  on 
the  road  the  rough,  country  gig  Avhich  belonged 
to  the  '  ]\Iurkley  Arms,'  which  Adam  was  driving 
in  the  same  direction. 

'  Are  you  leaving  the  country  too,  Adam  .^ — 
all  the  good  folk  are  going  away,'  Miss  ]\Iargaret 
said,  as  they  passed. 

'  It's  no  me,  mem,  it's  our  gentleman.  He's 
away  twa-thi-ee  days  ago,  and  this  is  just  his 
luggitch,'  said  Adam. 
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'  Dear  me,  when  the  season's  just  begun  !' 
'  The  season  is  of  a^^-fn'  httle  importance  to 
a  gentleman  that  is  nae  hand  at  the  fishing,  nor 
at  naething  1  ken  of,  except  making  scarts  upon 
a  paper,'  said  Adam,  contemptuously.  He  was 
left  speaking  like  the  orators  in  Parliament,  and 
only  half  of  this  sentence  reached  the  ears  of 
the  ladies  as  they  drove  on.  This  was  all  Lilias 
heard  of  the  young  man  who  had  been  the  first 
stranger  Avith  whom  she  had  ever  formed  any 
friendship  :  Avhich  was  the  light  in  which  she 
thought  she  regarded  him.  She  had  never  talked 
so  much  to  anyone  who  was  not  connected  Tsdth 
her  l3y  some  tie  of  relationship  or  old  connec- 
tion, and  that  very  fact  had  added  freshness  and 
reality  to  their  intercourse.  It  had  been  a  new 
element  introduced  into  her  life.  Why  had  he 
gone  away  without  any  reason'?  He  had  said 
nothing  of  any  such  purpose.  On  the  contrary, 
they  had  talked  together  of  the  woods  in 
autumn  and  the  curling  in  winter,  all  of  which 
ho  had  intended,  she  Avas  sm-e,  to  make  acquaint- 
ance Avith.  Why  had  cA'erything  changed  so 
suddenly  in  his  plans  as  Avell  as  in  theirs  ?  It  did 
not  seem  possible  that  there  should  be  any  con- 
nection betAveen  the  one  and  the  other ;  but 
a  A^ague  cmiosity  and  bcAvilderment  arose  in  the 
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gii-rs  mintl.  But  it  did  not  occur  to  her  to  ask 
Jean  or  I^Iargaret  for  information.  He  was  Jean's 
friend:  it  would  have  been  natural  enough  to  ask 
her  where  he  had  gone,  or  why  he  had  left 
Mui-kley?  But  she  did  not,  though  she  could 
not  explain  to  herself  any  reason  why. 

And  the  question  was  one  Avhich  returned 
often  to  her  mind  during  the  winter.  The  near- 
est post  town  Avas  several  miles  off,  and  there 
were  no  very  near  neighbours,  so  that  by  times 
Avhen  the  roads  were  bad  or  the  weather  wild, 
they  were  lonely  in  Gowanbrae.  Of  old,  Lihas 
had  never  known  what  it  was  to  have  time 
hang  heavy  on  her  hands.  She  had  a  hundred 
things  to  do  ;  but  now  insensibly  her  childisli 
occupations  had  fallen  from  her,  she  could 
scarcely  tell  how.  She  missed  the  park,  she 
missed  the  river-side.  She  missed,  above  all, 
the  great,  vacant,  rmfinished  palace,  ^vith  its 
eyeless  windows  staring  into  the  gloom.  Her 
dreams  seemed  now  to  have  no  settled  habita- 
tion, they  roamed  about  the  world,  now  here, 
noAv  there,  wondering  about  a  great  many 
things  which  had  never  excited  her  curiosity 
before.  It  seemed  to  Lilias  for  the  first 
time  that  she  would  take  to  travel,  to  see 
new    scenes,    to   make  acquaintance   with  the 
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places  spoken  of  in  books— incleed,  slie  turned 
to  books  themselves  with  a  feeling  very 
different  from  anything  she  had  felt  before. 
Till  now  they  had  been  inextricably  associated 
with  lessons.  Now  lessons,  though  she  still 
continued  a  semblance  of  work  under  Mar- 
garet's eye,  seemed  to  have  floated  away  from 
her  as  things  of  the  past,  and  Lilias  began  to 
read  poetry  eagerly,  to  dive  into  the  mys- 
teries of  sentiment  which  hitherto  had  only 
wearied  her.  She  was  growing  older,  she 
thought,  and  that  was  the  reason.  Pages  of 
measured  verse  which  a  few  months  before  her 
eye  had  gone  blankly  over  in  search  of  a  story 
now  became  delightful  to  her.  Things  that  even 
IMargaret  and  Jean  tmiied  from,  she  devoured 
AA-ith  avidity.  She  became  famihar  with  those 
seeming  philosophies  which  delight  the  youth- 
ful intelligence,  and  Hked  shyly  and  silently  to 
enter,  in  her  own  mind,  into  questions  about 
constancy  and  the  eternal  duration  of  love,  and 
wdiether  it  was  possible  to  love  twice,  a  question, 
of  course,  decided  almost  violently  in  the  nega- 
tive in  Lilias'  heart.  No  one  knew  anything  of 
those  developments,  nor  were  they  in  any  way 
consciously  connected  with  the  events  of  the 
summer.     Indee'd,  no  change  had  taken  place 
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officially  in  the  cliaracter  of  Lilias'  dreams.  Tlio 
liero  of  six  feet  two,  witli  liis  hair  like  night, 
and  his  mystical  dark  eyes,  had  not  been  de- 
throned— heaven  forbid ! — in  favonr  of  any 
smiling  middle-sized  person,  with  a  complexion 
the  same  colour  as  his  hair.  No  wucli  desecra- 
tion had  happened.  The  hero  still  stood  in  the 
backgronnd,  serene  and  magnificent ;  he  saved 
the  heroine's  life  periodically  in  a  variety  of 
ways,  always  at  the  hazard  of  his  own.  He 
had  never  been  annising  in  conversation  ;  it  was 
not  part  of  his  rule ;  and  when  she  thought  of 
another  quite  insignificant  individual  occupying 
an  entirely  different  position,  who  would  talk  and 
smile,  and  tell  of  a  hundred  unknown  scenes, 
beguiling  away  the  hours,  or  play  as  no  one  had 
ever  played  in  her  hearing,  Lilias  felt  that  the 
infidelity  to  her  hero  was  venial.  It  was  indeed 
an  effort  on  her  part  to  think  not  less  but  more 
of  her  friend  on  this  latter  account,  for,  as  has 
been  said,  '  the  piano '  was  not  a  popular  attri- 
bute of  a  young  man  in  those  days  in  Scotland. 
People  in  general  would  have  almost  preferred 
that  he  should  do  something  a  little  wrong. 
Gambling,  perhaps,  Avas  excessive,  but  a  little 
high  play  was  pardonable  in  comparison.  Music 
was  a  lady's  privilege — the  prerogative  of  a  girl 
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wlio  was  accomplished.  But  Lilias  forgave 
Lewis  his  music.  She  resorted  to  his  idea  in 
those  diill  days  somewhat  fondly,  if  such  a  word 
may  be  used,  but  not  with  love — far  from  it.  She 
had  never  thought  of  love  in  connection  Avith 
him.  That  was  entuely  an  abstract  sentiment, 
so  far  as  she  was  aware,  vaguely  hnked  to  six 
feet  two  and  unfathomable  eyes. 

The  whole  house  was  a  little  out  of  joint. 
They  had  come  to  Gowanbrae  when  they  had 
not  intended  to  do  so,  for  one  thhig.  All  their 
previous  plans  had  been  formed  for  Murkley, 
and  various  things  were  wanting  to  their  com- 
fort, which,  under  other  circumstances,  would 
have  been  supplied.  For  instance,  there  were 
new  curtains  and  carpets  wanted,  which  Miss 
Margaret  must  have  seen  to  had  they  in- 
tended from  the  first  to  winter  there,  but 
which,  with  the  prospect  of  a  season  in  London 
before  them,  could  not  be  thought  of.  The 
garden  was  to  have  been  re-modelled  under  the 
eye  of  a  new  gardener,  and  a  new  greenhouse 
was  to  have  been  built  during  their  absence ; 
but  they  had  retm-ned  while  these  improvements 
were  in  course  of  carrying  out. 

Gowanbrae,  in  fact,  was  better  adapted  for 
summer  than  for  winter.     When  the  hills  were 
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covered  with  snow,  the  prospect  was  melan- 
choly, and  down  by  the  burn,  though  it  was 
lovely,  it  was  damp  in  the  autumn  rains.  The 
broad  drive  in  the  park,  between  old  Murkley 
and  new,  had  always  supplied  a  dry  and  cheer- 
ful walk,  and  even  the  well-gravelled  road  by  the 
Tay  was  sumptuous  in  comparison  with  the  mud- 
dy roads  wending  by  farmsteadings  over  boggy 
soil  towards  the  moors.  Indoors,  to  be  sm-e,  all 
was  cheerful,  but  even  there  disturbing  imagina- 
tions would  enter.  Miss  Jean  would  spend  hours 
playing  the  music  which  Lewis  had  left  with  her, 
and  which  was  a  little  above  her  poAvers.  Her 
pretty 'pieces,'  the  gentle  'reveries' and  com- 
positions that  were  quite  within  her  range,  the 
Scotch  airs  which  she  played  so  sweetly,  w^ere 
given  up,  Avith  a  little  contempt  and  a  great 
deal  of  ambition,  for  Mozart  and  Beethoven ;  and 
the  result  was  not  exhilarating.  When  Margaret 
said,  '  I  would  far  rather  hear  your  Scotch  tunes,' 
Jean  would  smile  and  sigh,  with  a  little  con- 
scious pride  in  her  own  preference  of  the  best, 
and  play  the  '  Flowers  of  the  Forest'  or  'Tweed- 
side  '  with  an  air  of  gentle  condescension,  which 
made  her  sister  laugh,  and  took  the  charm  out 
of  the  pretty  performance,  which  once  had  Ijecn 
the  pride  of  the  house.     As  for  Lilias,  she  was 
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more  indulgent  to  these  reminiscences  of  tlic 
past.  It  did  not  ti'onblo  her,  as  it  might  have 
done  had  her  ear  been  finer,  to  hear  the  stum- 
bhng  and  faltering  of  Jean's  fingers  in  her  at- 
tempt to  render  what  the  practised  hands  of  the 
other  had  done  so  easily.  On  the  contrary,  in 
the  long  winter  evenings,  when  the  house  was 
shut  up  by  fom-  o'clock,  Lilias,  Avith  her  book  of 
poetry,  whatever  it  might  be — and  her  appetite 
was  so  large  that  she  was  not  so  fastidious  as 
perhaps  she  ought  to  have  been — half  buried 
in  a  deep  easy  chair  by  the  fire,  would  catch, 
as  it  were,  an  echo  of  the  finer  strain  as  her 
sister  laboured  at  it,  and  liked  it  as  it  linked 
itself,  broken,  yet  full  of  association,  with  the 
other  kind  of  music  she  was  reading.  Some- 
times, when  Margaret  was  absent,  there  would 
be  a  little  colloquy  between  the  pair. 

'  That  is  bonnie,  Jean.  Play  just  that  little 
bit  again.' 

'  Which  bit,  my  darling  .^ — the  beginning  of 
the  andante?' 

Miss  Jean  had  learned  from  Lewis  to  speak 
more  learnedly  than  was  natural. 

'  Oh,  what  do  I  know  about  your  andantes '? 
Play  that — just  that  little  flowery  bit — it's  like 
the  meadows  in  the  spring.' 
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'  I  wisli  Mr.  Murray,  poor  lad,  could  have  heard 
you  call  it  that.' 

'  Why  is  he  a  poor  lad '?  I  thought  he  was 
very  well  off.  You  always  speak  of  him  in  that 
little  sighing  tone.' 

'  Do  I,  my  dear  ?  Oh,  he  is  well  enough  in 
fortune — but  there  are  more  things  needed  than 
fortune  to  make  a  young  man  happy.' 

Upon  which  Lilias  laughed,  yet  blushed  as 
Avell — notfor  consciousness,  but  because  she  was 
at  the  stage  when  the  very  name  of  love  brings 
the  colour  to  a  girl's  cheek. 

'  He  must  have  a  story,  or  you  would  not 
speak  of  him  so.     He  must  be  in  love ' 

'  He  is  just  that :  and  little  hope.  I  think  of 
him  many  a  day,  poor  lad,  and  with  a  sore 
heart.' 

'  Did  he  tell  you  ?  did  he  say  who  it  Avas  '?  Is 
it  anybody  Ave  knoAv?  Tell  me,  tell  me  the 
story,  Jean !' 

'  Not  for  the  Avorld.  Do  you  think  T  Avould 
break  his  trust  and  tell  his  secret  ?  And  AA^hisht, 
Avhisht;  Margaret  is  not  fond  of  the  name  of 
him,'  Jean  Avould  say;  Avhile  Lilias  dropped  back 
into  her  book,  and  the  '  Andante '  Avas  sloAvly 
beaten  out  of  the  old  piano  again. 

Tliis  Avas  all  Miss  Jean  dared  to  do  on  behalf 
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of  Lewis ;  but  she  had  a  great  many  thoughts  of 
him,  as  she  said.  She  had  imagined  many  situa- 
tions in  which  they  might  meet  again,  but  as 
the  time  drew  nearer  it  occuiTed  to  her  often  to 
wonder  whether  he  would  find  it  so  easy  as  she 
had  once  thought  to  find  the  Miss  Mun-ays  of 
i\Iurkley  in  town.  Margaret  had  been  receiving- 
circulars  from  house-agents,  communications  from 
letters  of  lodgings,  counsels  from  friends  with- 
out number — from  all  which  it  began  to  become 
apparent  to  ]\Iiss  Jean  that,  big  place  as  Edin- 
burgh was,  it  was  nothing  to  London.  Would 
they  be  so  sm-e  to  meet  as  he  had  thought  ? 
He  did  not  know  London  any  more  than  they 
did,  and  there  rose  before  ^Miss  Jean's  eyes  a 
melancholy  picture  of  two  people  vainly  search- 
ing after  each  other,  and  meeting  never.  Natur- 
ally, as  the  year  went  on,  they  talked  a  great 
deal  on  this  subject.  Margaret  decided  at  last 
that  to  take  lodgings  would  be  the  best,  as  the 
transportation  of  servants  to  London  would  be 
an  expensive  matter,  besides  their  inacquaintance 
with  the  ways  of  town  :  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  she  herself  shrank  from  the  unknown 
danger  of  temporary  London  servants,  if  all 
was  true  that  was  said  of  them. 

'  Though  half  of  it  at  least  vriW  be  nonsense,' 
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Miss  Margaret  remarkccL  '  Yon  would  think  they 
Avere  not  human  creatures  to  hear  what  is  said 
in  the  papers;  in  my  experience,  men  and 
women  are  very  hke  other  men  and  women 
wherever  you  go.' 

'  And  do  you  think  it  will  be  so  very  big  a 
place  that  without  an  address — if  such  a  thing 
were  to  happen,'  said  j\Iiss  Jean — in  her  own 
opinion,  with  great  astuteness — '  you  would  not 
be  able  to  find  out  a  friend  V 

'  Your  friend  would  be  a  silly  one  indeed  if 
she  went  about  the  world  VAthout  an  address,' 
said  Miss  Margaret ;  but  after  a  moment  she 
added — '  It  would  depend,  I  should  say,  whether 
she  was  in  what  is  called  society  or  not.  When 
you  are  in  society  you  meet  every  kind  of  per- 
son. You  cannot  be  long  without  coiiiing  across 
everybody.' 

'And  shall  we  be  in  society,  Margaret  f  said 
Lilias,  unexpectedly  interposing. 

'  My  dear,'  said  ]\Iiss  ]\Iargaret,  '  what  do  you 
suppose  we  are  going  to  London  for  :' — to  see 
the  pictures,  which  are  no  such  great  things  to 
see  when  all's  done  :  or  to  hear  the  concerts, 
which  Jean  may  go  to,  but  not  me  for  one  ? 
Or  perhaps  you  think  to  the  Mnj  meetings,  as 
they  call  them,  to  hear  all  the  missionary  men 
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giving  an  account  of  tlie  way  to  save  soiils.  I  would 
like  to  be  sm-e  first  bow  to  take  care  of  my  oAvn.' 

'  We  must  see  all  the  pictures  and  go  to  tlio 
concerts;  and  the  play  and  Avhatever  is  going 
on,  of  course  f -said  Lilias.  'Yes,  I  know  society 
means  something  more.  We  are  going  into  the 
world,  we  are  going  to  Court.  Of  course  that 
must  be  the  very  best  society,'  the  gui  said,  with 
her  serious  face. 

'  Well,  then,  there  is  no  need  for  me  to  answer 
your  question,'  said  ]\Iiss  Margaret,  composedly. 
*  Society  is  just  the  great  object  in  London.  It 
is  a  big  place,  the  biggest  in  the  world ;  but 
society  is  no  bigger  than  a  person  with  her  Avits 
about  her  can  easily,  easily  learn  by  headmark. 
I  understand  that  you  will  meet  the  same  people 
at  all  the  places,  as  you  do'  in  a  far  smaller  towai.' 

'  Then  in  that  w^ay,'  said  ]\Iiss  Jean,  wdth  a  little 
eagerness,  '  you  could  just  be  sm-e  to  foregather 
with  yoiu^  friend,  even  though  he  had  no  address?' 

'  And  who  may  this  friend  be,'  said  Miss  Mar- 
garet, '  that  you  are  so  anxious  to  meet  V 

'  Oh,  nobody !'  said  IMiss  Jean,  confused.  '  I 
mean,'  she  added,  '  I  was  just  thinldng  of  a 
chance  that  might  happen.  You  and  me,  Mar- 
garet, we  have  both  old  friends  that  have 
disappeared  from  us  in  London ' 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  1 7 

'  And  that  is  true,'  Miss  Margaret  said.  The 
words  seemed  to  awakeu  old  associations  in  her 
mind.  She  sighed  and  shook  her  head,  'Plenty 
have  done  that,'  she  said.  '  It  is  just  like  a  great 
sea  where  the  shipAvrecks  are  many,  and  some  sail 
away  into  the  dark,  and  are  never  heard  of  more.' 

Under  cover  of  this  natural  sentiment,  Miss 
Jean  sailed  off  too  out  of  her  sister's  observation. 
She  had  given  a  sudden  quick  look  at  Lilias, 
and  it  had  occurred  to  her  with  a  curious  sen- 
sation that  Lilias  knew  what  she  meant.  It  was 
a  momentary  glance,  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
and  no  more ;  but  that  is  enough  to  set  up  a 
private  intelligence  between  two  souls.  Jean 
felt  a  little  guilty  afterwards,  as  if  she  had  been 
teaching  her  young  sister  the  elements  of  con- 
spiracy. But  this  was  not  at  all  the  case.  She 
had  done  nothing,  or  so  very  little,  to  bring 
Lewis  to  her  mind  that  it  was  not  worth  think- 
ing of.  Nevertheless,  it  was  a  great  revelation 
to  her,  and  startled  her  much,  that  Lilias  under- 
stood. No,  no,  there  Avas  no  conspiracy  !  Mar- 
garet herself  could  not  object  to  meet  him  in 
society;  and,  if  they  did  not  succeed  in  this,  Jean 
had  no  notion  where  the  young  stranger,  in  whom 
she  took  so  great  an  interest,  Avas  to  be  found. 

Thus,  with  many  a  consultation  and  many  an 
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aiTangement,  often  modified  and  changed  as 
time  went  on,  the  winter  stole  away.  It 
seemed  very  long  as  it  passed,  but  it  was  short 
to  look  back  npon,  and,  after  the  new  year,  a 
gradually  gro^ving  excitement  took  possession  of 
the  quiet  household.  From  Simon,  who,  the 
other  servants  thought,  gave  himself  great  airs, 
and  could  scarcely  open  his  mouth  ^\dthout  mak- 
ing some  reference  to  the  memorable  time  when 
lie  was  body-servant  to  the  General,  and  had 
been  in  London,  and  seen  the  clubs  and  all  the 
sights,  or  uttering  some  doubt  as  to  the  changes 
which  might  have  passed  since  that  time ;  to 
]\Iiss  Margaret,  upon  whose  shoulders  was  the 
charge  of  everything,  there  was  no  one  who  did 
not  feel  the  thi-ill  of  the  coming  change.  The 
maids  who  were  not  going  were  loud  in  their 
declarations  that  they  did  not  care,  and  would 
not  have  lilted  it,  if  Miss  Margaret  had  asked 
them — but  they  were  all  bitterly  derisive  of 
Simon  as  an  old  fool  who  thought  he  knew 
London,  and  was  just  as  proud  of  it  as  if  it  were 
a  strange  language. 

'  You  could  not  make  much  more  fuss  if  it  was 
to  France  you  were  going,'  the  women  said. 

'  To  France  !  As  if  there  was  onything  in 
France  that  was  equal  to  London,  the  biggest 
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ceety  in  the  world,  the  place  where  you  could 

get  the  best  of  everything-;  where  there  were 

folk  enough  to  people  Scotland,  if  onything  went 

amiss.' 

'  And  what  should  go  amiss  ?     Does  the  man 

think  the  world  will   stand  still  when  he's  no 

here,'  the  maids  said. 

'Aweel,  I  do  not  know  what  ye  a\^11  do 
Avithout  me.  But  to  let  the  ladies  depart  from 
here,  alone  in  the  world,  and  me  not  with  them 
is  what  I  could  not  do,'  Simon  said. 

Miss  IMargaret  was  almost  as  deeply  moved  by 
the  sense  of  her  responsibilities.  jMany  of  them 
she  kept  to  herself,  not  desiring  to  overwhelm 
the  gentle  mind  of  Jean,  or  to  frighten  Lilias 
Avith  the  numberless  difficulties  that  seemed  to 
arise  in  the  way.  The  choice  of  the  lodgings 
alone  was  enough  to  have  put  a  feebler  woman 
distraught  altogether,  and  Margaret,  who  had 
never  been  in  London,  found  it  no  easy  task  to 
choose  a  neighbom-hood  which  should  be  unex- 
ceptionable, and  from  whence  it  would  be  a  right 
thing  to  produce  a  lovely  dShiitante.  When  we 
say  that  there  were  unprincipled  persons  Avho 
recommended  Russell  Square  to  her  as  a  proper 
place  of  residence,  the  perils  with  wliicli  Mar- 
garet was   surrounded  may   be   imagined.      It 
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was  almost  by  chance  that  she  selected  Cado- 
gan  Place,  which  is  a  place  no  lady  need  be 
ashamed  of  living  in.  It  ^vas  Margaret's  opinion 
ever  after,  pronounced  whenever  her  ad^dce  was 
asked  as  to  the  ways  and  means  of  settling  in 
town,  of  which  her  experience  was  so  great, 
that  this  was  a  matter  in  Avhich  advice  did  more 
harm  than  good. 

'  There  is  jnst  one  thing,'  she  would  say,  Avith 
the  conscious  superiority  of  one  who  had  bought 
her  information  dearly,  and  imderstood  the  sub- 
ject an  fond,  '  and  everything  else  is  of  little 
importance  in  comparison.  Never  you  consult 
your  friends.  Just  hear  what  the  business  per- 
sons have  to  say,  and  form  your  own  opinion. 
You  knoAv  Avhat  you  A^-ant  yourself,  and  they 
know  what  they  have  to  give — but  friends 
know  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.' 

Tliis  was  severe,  but  no  doubt  she  knew  what 
she  was  sajang.  For  two  months  beforehand 
her  mind  was  occupied  with  little  else,  and  every 
post  brought  shoals  of  letters  on  the  subject. 
You  would  have  thought  the  half  of  London  was 
stirred  A^^th  expectation.  To  Miss  Jean  it  seemed 
only  natural.  She  Avas  pleased  that  the  advent 
of  Margaret  should  cause  so  much  emotion,  and 
that  the  way  would  thus  be  prepared  for  Lilias. 
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'  Of  course  it  will  be  a  treat  for  them  to  see 
Margaret ;  there  are  not  many  people  like  Mnv- 
garet :  and  then,  my  darling,  you,  under  her 
wing,  Avill  be  just  like  the  bonnie  star  that 
trembles  near  the  moon.' 

'  I  hope  you  don't  mean  that  Margaret  is  like 
the  moon,'  said  Lilias,  recovering  something  of 
her  saucy  ways  since  this  excitement  had  got 
into  the  air. 

She  laughed,  but  she,  too,  felt  it  very  natm-al. 
There  was  no  extravagance  of  pride  about  these 
gentlewomen.  They  were  aware  indeed  of  their 
own  position,  but  they  Avere  not  proud.  It  was 
all  so  sunple  :  even  Lilias  could  not  divest  her- 
self of  the  idea  that  it  would  be  something  for 
the  London  people  to  see  jMargaret  in  her  velvet 
with  all  her  point  lace,  and  the  diamonds  which 
had  been  her  mother's.  There  was,  however, 
another  great  question  to  be  decided,  which  the 
head  of  the  house  herself  opened  in  full  family 
conclave  as  one  upon  which  it  was  only  right 
that  the  humbler  members  of  the  family  should 
have  their  say. 

'  The  question  is,  who  is  to  present  us  V  ]\Iiss 
Margaret  said.  '  Her  aunt,  my  Lady  Dalgainly, 
would  be  the  right  person  for  Lilias.  But  I'm  not 
anxious  to  be  indebted  to  that  side  of  the  house.' 
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'  Would  it  not  be  u  right  thing  to  ask  the 
countess  f  said  Miss  Jean. 

It  had  abeady  been  decided  that  one  Court 
dress  was  as  much  as  each  property  could 
afford,  and  that  Jean  was  not  to  go,  a  decision 
which  distressed  Lilias,  who  wanted  her  sister 
to  see  her  in  all  her  glory,  and  could  scarcely 
resign  herself  to  any  necessity  which  should 
make  Jean  miss  that  sight. 

'The  coimtess  would  be  the  proper  person,' 
said  Margaret ;  '  but  blood  is  tliicker  than  water, 
and  suppose  she  had  not  you  and  me  to  care  for 
her,  Jean,  where  could  she  turn  to  but  her 
mother's  family  ^ 

Here  Lilias  made  a  little  spring  into  the 
centre  of  the  group,  as  was  her  way. 

'  I  have  read  in  the  papers,'  she  said,  '  all 
about  it.  Margaret,  this  is  what  you  will  do  : 
the  countess  will  present  you — for  who  else 
could  do  it? — and  then  you  viiW  present  me.  I 
will  have  no  other,'  cried  Lilias,  with  a  little 
imperative  clap  of  her  hands. 

'  Was  there  ever  such  a  creature  'i  She  just 
knows  everything,'  Miss  Jean  cried. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE  spring  was  very  early  that  year.  It  liad 
been  a  severe  A\dnter,  and  even  on  the 
moors  the  leap  of  the  fresh  life  of  the  grass  out 
of  the  snows  was  sudden  ;  but  when  the  ladies 
found  themselves  transported  to  the  fresh  green 
in  Cadogan  Place,  it  is  impossible  to  say  what 
an  exhilarating  effect  this  revelation  had  upon 
them.  The  elder  sisters,_ijadeed,  had^  visited 
London  in  their  youth,  but  that  was  long  ago, 
and  they  had  forgotten  everything  but  the 
streets,  and  the  crowd,  and  the  dust,  an  impres- 
sion which  was  reproduced  by  the  effect  of  the 
long  drive  from  Euston  Square,  which  seemed 
endless,  through  lines  of  houses  and  shops  and 
flaring  gaslights.  That  continuity  of  dreary 
inhabitation,  those  long  lines  of  featureless 
buildings,  of  which  it  is  so  difficult  to  distin- 
guish one  from  another,  i^  the  worse  aspect 
of  London,  and  even  Lihas,  looldng  breathless 
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from  tlio  window,  ready  to  be  astonished  at 
everything,  was  chilled  a  little  when  she  found 
nothing  to  be  astonished  at — for  the  great  shops 
were  closed  which  furnish  brightness  to  an 
evening  drive,  and  it  seemed  to  the  tired  women 
as  if  they  must  have  travelled  half  as  far  through 
those  dreary,  half-lighted  streets  as  they  had 
done  before  over  the  open  country.  But  -with 
a  bright  morning,  and  the  sight  of  the  openmg 
leaves  between  them  and  the  houses  opposite,  a 
different  mood  came.  Miss  Jean  in  particular 
hailed  the  vegetation  as  she  might  have  greeted 
an  old  friend  whose  face  she  had  not  hoped  to 
see  again. 

'  Just  as  green  as  our  own  trees,  and  far  more 
forward,'  she  said,  with  delight,  as  she  called 
Lilias  next  morning. 

With  the  cheering  revelation  of  this  green, 
their  minds  were  fully  tuned  to  see  everything 
in  the  best  light ;  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  enter 
into  the  sight-seeing  of  the  group  of  rm-al  ladies, 
all  so  fresh  and  unhackneyed,  and  ready  to  en- 
joy. Margaret  preserved  a  dignified  composure 
in  all  ch'cumstances.  She  had  the  feeling  that 
a  great  deal  was  expected  from  her  as  the  head 
of  the  family.  The  excitement  which  was  quite 
becoming   to   the   others   would    to    her   have 
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seemed  unbecoming,  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
she  made  out  to  herself  either  that  she  '  remem- 
bered perfectly,'  or,  at  least,  was  '  quite  well 
aware  from  all  she  had  heard'  of  the  things 
which  impressed  her  sisters  most  profoundly. 
The  work  she  had  in  hand  was  far  more  im- 
portant than  sight-seeing,  which,  however,  she 
encouraged  in  her  sisters,  being  anxious  that 
Lilias  should  get  all  that  over  before  she  was 
'  seen,'  and  had  become  an  actual  inhabitant  of 
the  great  Avorld.  j\Iargaret  had  made  every 
arrangement  in  what  she  hoped  and  believed 
was  the  most  perfectly  good  style.  She  spared 
no  expense  on  this  one  episode  of  grandeur  and 
gaiety.  All  the  little  savings  of  Gowanbrae 
went  to  swell  the  purse  Avhich  she  had  made 
up  for  the  occasion.  Old  Sunon,  the  old  family 
servant,  who  had  seen  them  all  born,  gave  re- 
spectabihty  to  the  little  open  carriage  which 
they  had  for  fine  days  alternatively  with  the 
brougham,  by  condescending  to  place  himself 
on  the  box.  He  Avas  not  very  nimble,  perhaps, 
in  gettmg  up  and  down,  but  he  was  highly  re- 
spectable, and  indeed,  in  his  best  '  blacks,'  was 
sometimes  mistaken  by  ignorant  people  for  the 
head  of  the  party.  Simon,  though  he  liked  his 
ladies  to  knoAv  that  he  was  aware  it  was  a  con- 
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descension,  in  his  heart  enjoyed  his  position,  and 
laid  np  chapters  of  experience  with  which  to 
keep  respectful  audiences  in  rapt  attention  both 
at  Mui-kley  and  Gowanbrae.  He  made  common 
cause  "with  Lilias  in  her  eagerness  to  see  every- 
thing. When  Miss  Jean  held  back,  afraid  that 
so  much  curiosity  might  seem  \mlgar,  Simon 
would  take  it  upon  himself  to  interpose. 

'  You'll  excuse  me,  mem,'  he  said,  '  but  Miss 
Lilias  is  young,  and  it's  my  opinion  a  young 
creature  can  never  see  too  much.  We  are  never 
seventeen  but  Avance  in  our  lives.' 

'  Dear  me  !  that  is  very  true,  Simon,'  Miss  Jean 
would  say,  and  wdth  a  little  air  of  reserve,  as  if 
she  herself  knew  all  about  it,  would  accompany 
the  eager  girl,  who  sometimes  called  Simon 
forward  to  enjoy  a  warmer  sympathy. 

'  Look,  Simon  ;  that  armour  has  been  in  battle. 
Knights  have  fought  in  it,'  Lilias  would  say,  her 
eyes  dancing  with  excitement,  while  Miss  Jean 
stood  a  little  apart  vnth  that  benevolent  smile. 

Smion  examined  everything  very  minutely, 
and  then  he  said, 

'  I'm  saying  naething  against  the  knights. 
Miss  Lilias,  for  I'm  not  one  that  believes  in  mere 
stature  Avithout  sense  to  guide  it ;  but  they  must 
have  been  aA^dll'  little  men.     I  would  like  to  see 
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Olio  of  tlioso  fine,  fellows  on  the  horses,  Avitli 
half  a  dozen  of  them  round  him,'  Simon  re- 
marked. Lilias  was  somewhat  indignant  at 
this  depreciation  of  the  heroes  of  the  past,  yet 
still  was  able  to  smile,  for  Simon's  devotion  to 
the  sentries  at  the  Horse  Guards  ^vas  knoAvn. 
He  thought  at  first  they  were  not  real,  and, 
when  their  movements  undeceived  him,  was  for 
a  long  time  disposed  to  think  that  they  were  in- 
genious pieces  of  mechanism.  '  Tliae  men  P  he 
had  said.  '  I  canna  believe  it !  That's  what  ye 
call  an  occupation  for  a  rational  being!  Na, 
na ;  I  canna  believe  it.'  But  he  would  Avalk  all 
the  w^ay  from  Cadogan  Place  in  the  morning 
before  breakfast  to  see  these  wonders  of  the 
world.  And  he  acknowledged  that  St.  Paul's 
was  grander  than  St.  George's  in  J^diiiburgh, 
Avliich  showed  he  had  an  impartial  mind.  '  But, 
if  ye  test  them  by  the  ccmgregatioii  that  Avor- 
ships  in  them,  it  is  Ave  that  Avill  gain  the  day — '■ 
and  is  that  not  the  best  beauty  of  a  kirkT  Simon 
said.  These  Avere  days  Avhen  popular  sermons  and 
services  were  uiithought  n  of.  But  this  liistorA' 
has  no  space  for  the  humom'S  of  this  iicav  ex- 
ploration of  London  sights.  It  Avould  be  diffi- 
cult to  say  which  of  the  party  enjoyed  them 
most :  Lilias,  all  eagerness  and  frank  curiosity,. 
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/Or  Miss  Jean,  holding  back  witli  that  protesting 
smile,  asking  no  question  lest  she  should  show  an 
ignorance  which  did  not  become  her  position  as 
the  head  of  the  party,  or  Simon,  who  never  for- 
got his  I'ole  of  critic  and  moralist.  But,  while 
they  all  enjoyed  themselves,  Miss  Margaret  sat 
in  her  parlour  much  more  seriously  engaged. 
She  had  everything  to  contrive  and  to  decide, 
and  Lilias'  dress  and  all  the  preliminaries  of  her 
introduction  to  settle.  For  herself,  what  could 
be  more  imposing  than  her  velvet  and  all  that 
beautiful  lace  ?  The  only  thing  that  Avas  wanted 
was  a  longer  train.  The  countess  had  been  very 
ready  to  undertake  the  presentation,  and  had 
asked  the  party  to  dimier,  and  sent  them  cards 
for  a  great  reception.  She  was  very  amiable, 
and  delighted  to  see  the  Miss  Murrays  in  town, 

'  And  as  for  your  little  sister,  she  ought  to 
make  a  sensation.  She  ought  to  be  one  of  the 
beauties  of  the  season,'  the  countess  said. 

'  No,  no  ;  that  is  not  to  be  desired  for  so  young 
a  thing.  She  is  just  a  country  girl,'  said  Miss 
Margaret,  half  hoping  that  the  great  lady  would 
protest  and  declare  it  impossible  that  a  Mun-ay 
of  Murkley  should  be  so  described ;  but  the 
countess,  who  was  but  slightly  occupied  Avith 
Lilias,  only  smiled  graciously  and  shook  hands 
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■warmly,  as  she  dismissed  her  ^asitors.  When 
they  had  left  her  noble  mansion,  Miss  Jean,, 
mild  as  she  was,  on  this  occasion,  took  upon  her 
to  remonstrate. 

'  You  must  not  speak  of  Lilias  so,'  she  said.  'If 
you  ^\^^  think  for  a  moment,  she  has  just  a  great 
deal  of  presence  for  so  young  a  person,  and  Lady 
Lilias'  daughter.  People  are  too  civil  to  contra- 
dict you.  I  would  not  call  her  just  a  country 
girl.' 

Margaret  gazed  at  her  sister  Avitli  something 
of  the  astonishment  which  Balaam  must  have 
felt  on  a  certain  remarkable  occasion.  '  I 
would  not  say  but  you  are  right,'  the  candid 
Avoman  said. 

The  Dramng-room  was  in  the  beginning  of 
May.  Lilias  was  greatly  interested  in  all  the 
preparations  for  it.  She  was  put  into  the 
hands  of  a  nice  old  lady  who  had  been  a  great 
dancer  in  her  day  to  be  taught  her  curtseys, 
which  was  a  proceeding  that  amused  the  girl 
greatly.  She  persuaded  her  instructress  to  talk, 
and  learned  with  astonished  soul  a  great  niany 
tilings  of  which  she  had  no  idea,  but  fortunately 
no  harm :  which  Avas  the  merest  chance,  the  sisters 
having  given  her  o\'er  in  the  utmost  confidence 
to  her  teacher,  not  suspicious  of  anything  injuri- 
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ous  that  youtli  could  hear  from  a  nice  old  wo- 
man. These  lessons  were  as  good  as  a  play  to 
the  girl,  and  sometimes  also  to  the  spectators  as 
she  practised  her  trois  obeisances.  To  see  her 
sink  into  the  furbelows  of  her  fashionable  dress, 
and  recover  herself  mth  elastic  grace  and  with- 
out a  sign  of  falteruig,  filled  even  Margaret -Nnth 
admiring  wonder.  The  elder  lady's  majestic 
curtsey  was  a  far  more  difficult  proceeding,  but 
even  she  condescended  to  practise  it  to  the 
delight  of  Lilias  and  the  admiration  of  Miss 
Jean,  throned  all  the  thne  in  the  biggest  chair, 
and  representing  Iler  Majesty. 

'  I  would  just  bid  you  kueel  down  and  make 
you  Lady  ]\Iargaret  on  the  spot,  if  it  was  me,' 
Jean  said. 

'  My  dear,  you  are  just  a  haverel :  for  it  is 
men  that  have  to  kneel  down  and  be  made 
knights  of — and  you  would  not  have  me  made 
a  Sir,  I  hopef  said  Margaret,  with  a  laugh. 

'  I  must  say,'  said  ]\liss  Jean,  '  that  there  is 
injustice  in  that.  Your  forefathers  have  been 
Su'S  far  longer  than  Her  Majesty's  family  has 
been  upon  the  throne,  and  why  should  there  be 
no  trace  of  it  left  to  give  pleasm-e,  just  because 
you  and  me — and  Lihas  too,  more  is  the  pity — 
were  born  women  V 
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'  I  have  yet  to  learn,'  said  Slis.s  Margaret, 
drawing  herself  up,  '  that  a  title  would  make 
any  difference  to  a  Murray  of  j\Iiirkley;  we  arc 
well  enough  known  Avithout  that.' 

'  Oh  !  but,  ]\Iargaret,  you  should  be  my  lady,' 
cried  Lilias,  springing  up  and  making  curtseys 
in  pure  wantonness  all  round  the  room.  '  Miss 
is  not  suitable  for  you.  Mistress  would  be 
better,  or  Madam,  but  my  lady  best  of  all.  I 
think  Jean  is  a  wise  Avoman;  and  if  the  queen — ' 

'  You  are  a  grand  judge  of  wisdom,'  said  her 
sister.  '  Jean  and  3*ou,  you  might  just  go  in  a 
shoAv  together,  the  female  Soloinon  and  the 
person  that  explains  the  oracle;  but  you  will 
just  go  to  your  bed,  and  take  a  good  rest,  for  it 
Avill  be  a  fatiguing  day  to-morrow.  You  Avill 
have  plenty  to  do,  lookmg  after  your  dress,  and 
remembering  your  manners,  Avithout  taking  it 
upon  you  to  give  your  advice  to  Her  Majesty, 
Avho  has  been  longer  at  the  trade  than  you.' 

'To-morroAv! — is  it  really  to-morroAv?  Oh!' 
cried  Lilias,  '  Avhen  I  come  before  her  I  Avill  for- 
get everything  :  and  Avhat  Avill  she  say  to  me  ?' 
This  made  the  elder  sister  look  a  little  confused, 
but  she  had  herself  but-  little  idea  Avhat  the 
royal  lady  Avould  do  in  the  circumstances ;  and 
the  safest  plan  Avas  to  send  Lihas  to  bed. 
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Next  morning  it  was  a  sight  to  see  the  two 
debutantes.  IMiss  Margaret  had  a  train  of  velvet 
sweeping  from  her  shonlders  that  made  her  look, 
"Lilias  declared,  hke  Margaret  of  Anjoii,  though 
why  this  special  resemblance  was  hit  upon,  the 
young  lady  declined  to  say.  As  for  herself,  in 
clouds  of  -s^rgin  white,  it  seemed  to  her  sisters 
that  nothing  had  ever  been  seen  so  lovely  as 
this  httle  lily,  who  would,  however,  have  been 
more  aptly  termed  a  rose,  with  the  colour  of 
excitement  coming  and  going  upon  her  cheeks, 
her  eyes  like  dew  -\\ath  the  sun  on  it,  her  daz- 
zling sweetness  of  complexion.  Perhaps  her 
features  were  not  irreproachable,  perhaps  her 
little  figure  Avanted  filling  out ;  but  at  seven- 
teen these  are  faults  that  lean  to  ^aiiue's  side. 
She  was  dazzling  to  behold  in  that  fii'st  exqui- 
site youthful  bloom,  which  is  hke  nothing  else 
in  the  world.  When  she  came  into  the  room 
where  they  were  awaiting  her,  she  made  them  a 
curtsey  to  show  her  perfection,  her  face  running 
over  Avith  smiles.  And  then  Lihas  gi-ew  gTave, 
a  flutter  came  to  her  child's  heart.  Her  eyes 
grew  serious  with  the  awe  of  a  neophyte  on  the 
edge  of  the  mysteries  of  life. 

'  When  I  come  back  I  will  be  a  woman,'  she 
said,  with  a  little  catch  of  her  breath. 
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'  No,  no,  not  till  yon  are  one-and-twenty,  my 
darling,'  cried  Jean,  who  did  not  always  know 
when  to  hold  her  peace. 

'  I  shall  be  a  woman,"  Lilias  repeated.  '  I  .shall 
be  introduced  to  the  world — I  shall  be  able  to  go 
where  I  please ' 

'  There  may  be  two  words  about  that,'  said 
Margaret,  interfering ;  '  but  this  is  not  a  time  for 
discoursing.  So  just  you  gather  up  your  train, 
Lilias,  and  let  us  go  away.' 

Miss  Jean  went  downstairs  after  them;  she 
watched  them  drive  away,  waving  her  hand. 
She  thought  Margaret  was  just  beautiful  not- 
withstanding her  age.  '  But,  after  all,  forty 
is  not  such  an  extraordinary  age,'  Jean  said 
to  herself;  and,  as  for  Lilias,  words  could 
not  express  what  her  sister  felt.  The  Coiut 
must  be  splendid  indeed,  and  a  great  deal 
of  beauty  in  it,  if  two  ladies  like  that  Avere 
not  observed.  She  took  out  her  table-cover, 
which  had  been  much  neglected,  and  sat 
down  at  the  window  and  arranged  her  silks  as 
of  old.  There  was  no  carnation  noAv  for  a  pat- 
tern, but  indeed  she  was  done  with  that  flower. 
When  a  woman  has  seen  her  best-beloved  go 
forth  in  full  panoply  to  conquer,  and  feels  the 
domestic  silence  close  down  upon  herself,  there 
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is,  if  slie  is  the  kind  of  woman,  an  exqiiisite 
repose  and  pleasure  in  it.  The  mother,  Avho 
comes  out  to  the  door  to  watch  her  gay  party 
go  away,  and,  closing  it  again  Avith  all  their 
pleasure  in  her  mind,  goes  back  to  the  quiet, 
either  to  worlc  for  them  or  to  wait  for  them,  has 
her  share  both  real  and  vicarious,  and  doubles 
the  pleasure.  She  goes  Avith  them  along  the 
Avay,  she  broods  OA^er  their  happiness  at  home. 
Miss  Jean,  who  was  this  kind  of  Avoman,  had 
thus  a  double  share,  and  Avorked  into  her  flowers 
the  serene  and  delicious  calm,  the  soft  expecta- 
tion, the  flutter  of  an  excitement  out  of  Avliich 
CA^erything  harsh  Avas  gone.  She  could  not  help 
thinking  that  it  Avoidd  be  a  real  pleasure  to  Her 
Majesty,  Avho  had  girls  of  her  oAvn  and  a  kind 
heart,  to  see  such  a  creature  as  Lilias  just  in  the 
opening  of  her  flower.  The  Queen  Avould  be 
glad  to  knoAv  that  General  Mun-ay  had  left  such 
representatives,  though,  no  doubt,  she  Avould  be 
sorry  there  Avas  no  son.  Jean  felt  too,  modestly, 
that  it  Avas  ahvays  possible,  seeing  Margaret  and 
Lilias,  and  admiring  them  as  she  must,  that  Her 
Majesty  might  graciously  ask  Avhether  there  was 
no  more  of  a  family,  and  command  that  '  next 
time '  the  other  sister  should  be  brought  to  see 
her.    '  But,  oh,  she  would  be  disappointed  in  me !' 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  35 

Miss  Jeau  said  to  herself.  All  these  thoughts 
kept  her  amused  and  happy,  so  that  she  wanted 
no  other  entertainment.  She  even  forgot  Lewis 
and  the  confidence  which  had  so  touched  her 
heart.  She  thought  it  so  lilcely  that  some 
young  duke,  some  glorious  lord  in  waiting, 
would  clasp  his  hands  together  and  say,  in  the 
very  presence  chamber,  '  Here,  by  God's  word, 
is  the  one  maid  for  me.'  Lewis  had  floated 
from  her  mind,  which  Avas  beguiled  by  higher 
things. 

When  the  carriage  drove  back  to  the  door, 
she  rushed  downstairs  to  meet  the  victorious 
pair.  Lilias  was  the  first  to  appear,  a  little 
crushed  and  faded,  like  a  rose  that  has  been 
bound  into  a  bouquet  and  Ksuffered  from  the 
pressure  :  but  that  did  not  matter,  for  everybody 
knoAvs  there  is  a  great  crowd.  But  the  face 
was  not  radiant  as  it  had  been.  Miss  Jean  could 
not  but  perceive.  There  was  a  great  deal  of 
gravity  in  it.  The  corners  of  the  mouth  were 
shghtly,  very  slightly  turned  the  wrong  way. 
She  came  in  quite  seriousl}-,  calmed  out  of  all 
her  excitement.  IMargaret  followed  A\dth  the 
same  serious  air. 

'  Well,  my  darling !'  Jeau  cried,  rimning  for- 
ward to  meet  the  girl. 

D  2 
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'  Oil,  it  has  all  passed  very  well,'  Margaret 
said  over  Lilias'  head, 

Jean  drew  them  into  the  little  dining-room, 
which  was  on  the  gTound  floor,  to  hear  every- 
thing. 

'  And  were  the  di-esses  beautiful,  and  the 
jewels  ?  and  was  Her  ]\Iajesty  looking  well  ? 
and  Avhat  did  she  say  to  you  V  cried  the  eager 
spectator. 

'  You  will  just  make  Lihas  take  some  wine, 
for  the  child  is  like  to  drop  with  tiredness ;  and 
as  for  me,  before  1  say  a  syllable,  I  must  get  rid 
of  this  train,  for  it  weighs  me  to  the  earth,'  said 
]\Iargaret. 

'  My  darhng,'  cried  Jean,  throwing  her  arms 
about  Lilias,  '  something  has  happened  !' 

Upon  which  Lilias  burst  into  a  laugh,  which, 
compared  with  the  extreme  gravity  of  her  face, 
had  a  somewhat  rueful  effect.  It  was  a  laugh 
which  was  not  mirthful  and  spontaneous  as  the 
laughter  of  Lilias  generally  w^as,  but  produced 
itself  of  a  sudden  as  by  some  quick  impulse  of 
ridicide. 

<  No,'  she  said,  '  Jean,  that  is  just  the  thing, 
nothing  has  happened ;'  and  then  the  rueful 
look  melted  away,  and  a  gleam  of  real  fun  came 
back. 
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'  Dear  me !  dear  me !  something  has  gone 
wrong.  You  never  got  to  the  drawing-room 
atain' 

'  Oh  yes,'  cried  the  girl,  '  and  all  went  off 
very  well,  didn't  you  hear  Margaret  sayf 

'  Well,  then,  my  dear,  I  don't  understand,' 
Jean  said,  puzzled. 

'  It  is  just  that  that  was  all,'  said  Lilias,  with 
her  laugh.  '  It  all  Avent  off  very  well.  Every- 
thing was  quite  right,  I  suppose.  Me  that 
thought  it  was  the  great,  beautiful  court  itself, 
and  that  wo  would  see  everybody,  and  that  it 
would  be  known  who  you  were,  and  everything  ! 
I  said  to  IMargaret,  "  Is  that  all  T  And  I  think 
she  was  quite  as  astonished  as  me,  for  she  said, 
"I  suppose  so."  And  then  we  waited,  and  at 
last  we  got  the  carriage,  and  we  came  away ! 
Now  that  I  think  of  it,  it  was  awftdly  funny,' 
said  Lihas,  with  tears,  which  were  no  doubt 
tears  of  merriment,  but  Avhich  were  also  tears 
of  vexation,  in  her  eyes.  '  To  think  we  should 
have  thought  of  it  for  months  and  months,  and 
got  such  dresses,  and  played  such  pranks  with 
Madame  Ballerina — all  for  that !' 

'  But,  my  dear,'  said  Miss  Jean,  always  con- 
solatory, '  it  is  not  only  for  that,  it  is  for  every- 
thing.     It   is  just   the   beginning,  you   know. 
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You  -^vill  see  better  society,  and  you  will  be 
asked  to  more  places,  and,  if  ever  you  go 
abroad,   they   say    it    is    such    an    advantage, 

and Besides,  my  darling,  it  is  your  duty 

to  your  sovereign,'  Miss  Jean  added,  with  a 
little  solemnity. 

Upon, this  Lilias  laughed  more  and  more. 

'  Oh,'  she  cried,  '  that  is  just  the  thing,  Jean ! 
1  saw  my  sovereign  yawn.  I  am  sure  she  did. 
I  was  so  astonished.  I  noticed  everything,  but 
the  queen  saw  nothing  to  be  surpiised  at,  she 
has  gone  over  it  so  often.  I  am  sure  I  saw  her 
yaA\ai,  though  she  concealed  it.  Could  there 
nothing  be  invented,'  cried  Lihas,  with  a  liveli- 
ness in  Avhich  there  Avas  a  sparkle  of  annoyance 
and  passion,  'that  would  be  better  than  that? 
And  this  was  Avhat  we  came  to  town  for,'  she 
said,  sitting  down  upon  her  pretty  train  and 
her  flowers,  which  were  all  tumbled.  The  laugh 
went  out  of  her  face,  '  It  is  so  funny,'  Lilias 
said,  as  gi-ave  as  a  judge,  'when  you  think  upon 
it ;  so  little,  and  yet  so  much.' 

'And  did  Her  Majesty  say  nothing  then  about 
papa  ?  She  would  not  know  it  Avas  you,  that 
nuist  have  been  how  it  was.  There  are  manv 
MuiTays,  you  know.  You  wall  see  the  name  even 
over  shops.     iVnd  never  asked  where  you  were 
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staying',  or  said  that  she  avouIcI  see  you  again — V 
'  Jeau/  said  Miss  Margaret,  appearing  sud- 
denly in  a  dressing-gown,  '  what  nonsense  is 
that  you  are  talking '?  Did  anybody  ever  sup- 
pose that  the  queen  "was  to  make  remarks,  and 
ask  questions,  with  crowds  of  Avomen  in  their 
best  gowns  just  ready  to  eat  you  to  get  past? 
It  all  went  off  very  well,'  she  said,  seating  her- 
self on  the  sofa.  '  Lilias,  I  just  cannot  bide  to 
see  you  at  this  hour  of  the  day  in  that  ridiculous 
dress.  I've  taken  off  mine,  and  thanld"ul  to  get 
rid  of  it.  A  girl  of  your  age  can  stand  a  great 
deal,  but  you  are  far  nicer,  to  my  opinion,  in 
your  natural  clothes.  As  I  was  saying,  it  went 
off  just  extremely  well.  We  got  through  really 
without  so  much  crushing  as  I  expected,  and 
the  dresses  were  beautiful,  and  diamonds  enough 
to  make  the  sun  think  shame  of  himself.  No 
doubt  it  is  just  a  little  ridiculous,  as  Lilias  says, 
to  see  the  ladies  in  all  their  finery  in  the  day- 
light ;  but  then  it  is  the  custom.  You  can  put 
up  with  anything  when  you  know  it  is  the  cus- 
tom. People  like  us,  that  just  go  once  in  a 
way,  we  never  get  into  the  way  of  it ;  but  for 
those  that  go  often,  you  know,  they  just  never 
mind.  And  of  course  it  was  a  beautiful  sight.' 
'  It  must  have  been  that,'  cried  Jean,  seizing 
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liold  upon  this  certainty ;  '  you  Avill  call  it  to 
mincl,  Lilias,  when  it's  long  past,  and  it  ^vill 
always  be  a  pleasure  to  think  of.  It  must  have 
been  a  wonderful  sight.' 

'  As  for  expecting,'  continued  Margaret,  '  that 
it  would  be  an  occasion  for  rational  intercourse, 
or  anything  like  making  acquaintance  either 
with  the  Court  or  Her  IMajesty,  I  could  have 
told  you  from  the  beginning  that  was  nonsense. 
Just  think  of  such  crowds  of  women,  one  at  the 
back  of  another,  like  birds  in  a  net.  It  would 
be  out  of  the  question  to  think  of  it.  Now, 
Lilias,  go  and  get  your  thmgs  off,  and,  if  you 
are  tu-ed,  a^ou  can  He  down  a  httle •' 

*  Yes,  my  dear,  you  must  just  lie  doAvn  a  little 
— it  will  do  you  good.' 

'  Jean  and  Margaret,'  cried  Lilias,  jumping 
up,  '  do  you  think  I  am  old,  like  you  ?  What 
am  I  to  lie  down  for  ? — and  besides,  vou  never 
he  down,  that  are  old.  It  is  only  me  you  say  that 
to.  I  Avill  go  and  take  my  things  off,  and  then 
I  will  take  Susan  and  go  out,  and  look  in  at  all 
the  vulgar  shops,  and  see  the  common  folk,  for 
I  tliink  I  like  them  best.' 

'  I  am  afraid,  Margaret,  the  poor  child  is  dis- 
appointed,' said  Jean,  Avhen  Lilias  had  gone 
away. 
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'  It  will  be  because  yon  have  been  putting 
things  into  her  head,  then,'  said  Margaret;  'every- 
thing went  off  jnst  as  well  as  possible.  Yon 
are  surely  later  than  usual  Avith  the  tea  '?  My 
back  is  just  broken  with  that  train.  It  is  really 
as  warm  as  a  summer  day,  and  to  go  dragging 
about  miles  of  velvet  after  you  is  something 
terrible.  She  made  her  reverence  as  well  as 
you  could  have  desired,  and  looked  just  as  l^on- 
nie.  I  cannot  say  as  much  for  Lady  Ida,  though 
she  is  nice  enough ;  and  oh,  l)ut  that  dress  is 
dreadful  for  women  that  have  lost  their  figures, 
and  are  just  mountains  of  flesh,  like  so  many  of 
these  English  ladies.  When  I  sec  them,  I  am 
just  thankful  I  never  married.  Husband  and 
bairns  are  dear  bought  at  that  cost.  Where  are 
you  going  ?  Noav,  Jean,  just  sit  and  listen  to 
me,  and  give  me  my  cup  of  tea.  There  is  Susan 
to  take  care  of  Lilias.' 

'  But  if  the  poor  thing  is  disappointed,  Mar- 
garet ?     I  am  sure,  for  my  part,  I  expected ' 

'And  if  you  expected  nonsense,  will  that  do 
Lihas  any  good  to  let  her  sec  it?'  cried  Margaret, 
testily.  'When  she  comes  to  herself,  she  A\dll 
see  that  we  have  all  been  fools,  and  those  that 
have  the  most  sense  will  say  nothing  about  it. 
That  is  the  part  I  am  intending  to  take.     When 
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you  tliink  of  it,  there  could  be  nothing  more 
ridiculous.  When  you  speak  to  Lilias,  you  must 
just  laugh  at  her.  You  must  say  that  a  di-aw- 
ing-room  means  nothing — it  is  just  a  formality. 
It  means  that  you  have  come  into  the  world, 
and  that  you  are  of  the  class  of  people  that  are 
beholden  to  pay  their  duty  to  the  queen.  That 
is  all  it  means.  I  cannot  tell,'  said  Margaret, 
\vith  irritation,  '  what  other  ridiculous  idea  the 
child  has  got  into  her  head,  or  who  put  it  there. 
Will  you  give  me  my  cup  of  tea  ?' 

Lilias  came  down  after  awhile  in  her  ordinary 
dress,  and  ^Wth  a  countenance  di'S'ided  between 
mirth  and  melancholy. 

'  I  thouglit  I  should  feel  a  different  person,' 
she  said,  '  l)ut  I  am  just  the  same.  I  thought 
the  world  was  going  to  be  changed,  but  there 
is  no  difference.  All  the  same,  I  am  a  woman. 
I  never  can  be  sent  back  to  the  school-room, 
and  made  to  refuse  parties,  and  stay  at  home, 
and  give  up  all  the  fun  now.' 

'  All  the  fun  is  a  vulgar  expression,'  said  Mar- 
garet. '  It  is  just  to  take  you  to  parties  and 
give  you  ploasm-e  that  Ave  have  come  here.' 

'  Ah,  but  there  is  more  than  that.  I  am  not 
going  to  bo  taken,  but  to  go.  I  am  gTOwn  up 
noAv.     It  is  cm'ious,'  said  Lilias,  Avith  a  reflectiA'e 
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air,  '  how  yoii  understand  things  just  Ijy  doing 
them.  I  was  thinking  of  something  else  ;  I  was 
not  thinldng  of  this ;  and,  of  com'se,  it  tm-ns  out 
to  be  the  most  important.  All  this  time  I  have 
been  your  child,  yours  and  Jean's — now  I  am 
just  me.^ 

'  So  long  as  you  do  not  carry  it  too  far,  my 
dear.' 

'  I  wall  carry  it  just  as  far  as  I  can  go,'  cried 
Lilias,  with  a  laugh.  She  rejected  the  tea,  out 
of  which  Margaret  Avas  getting  much  comfort, 
and  ran  upstairs  again,  where  they  could  hear 
her  at  the  piano,  playing  over  everything  she- 
knew,  which  was  not  very  much.  The  somid 
and  measm-e  were  a  little  ease  to  her  excitement, 
By-and-by  Miss  Jean  was  allowed  by  Mar- 
garet to  get  free,  and,  going  upstairs,  found 
Lilias  standing  with  her  forehead  pressed  against 
the  window,  looking  out.  There  was  not  very 
much  to  see — the  upper  windows  opposite  across 
the  light  green  foliage,  a  few  carriages  passing 
under  the  windows.  AVhen  she  heard  some  one 
coming  into  the  room  behind  her,  the  girl  broke 
forth  suddenly, 

'  What  are  we  here  for  in  this  strange  place  ? 
I  don't  want  to  go  to  parties  ;  they  will  just  be 
like  seeing  the  Queen,     What  has  that  to  do 
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witti  US  ?  We  may  fancy  we  are  great  people, 
but  we  are  only  little  small  people,  and  nobody 
ever  heard  of  us  before.' 

'  Lilias,  my  love,'  said  Jean,  Math  her  arms 
round  her  little  sister,  '  you  must  not  say  that.' 

'  Why  shouldn't  I  say  it,  when  it  is  true  *?  To 
isee  all  these  grand  ladies,  and  none  of  them 
knew  us.  Oh,  yes,  Margaret  had  known  them 
— two  or  three — but  they  had  forgotten  her,  and 
she  onlv  remembered  them  when  she  heard 
their  names.  But  when  we  are  at  home  every- 
body knows  us.  What  is  the  use  of  pretending 
that  we  are  great  peoj^le  like  these  ?  When  we 
are  at  home  Ave  are  great  enough — as  great 
as  I  want  to  be.' 

'  Your  nerves  are  just  a  little  upset,  my  darling, 
and  you  are  disappointed  (and  little  wonder).' 

'  I  am  not  disappointed — that  is,  I  can  see  it 
was  foolish  all  through ;  and  I  have  no  nerves  ; 
but  I  have  made  a  fool  of  inyself,  and  1  could 
kill  myself,'  cried  Lilias  ;  '  and  everybody ' 

'  ^Yhisht !  wliisht !  my  bonnie  dear.  Put  on 
your  hat,  and  we  will  go  out.  Margaret  is  rest- 
ing, and  I  have  got  some  little  things  to  do.' 

After  a  while  this  simple  prospect  dehvered 
LiHas  out  of  her  trouble  ;  to  walk  about  in  the 
air   and   sunshine,   to  see  the  other  people,  so 
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many  of  them,  going  abont  their  business,  to 
watch  the  movement  of  the  hving  world,  even 
to  go  into  the  shops  and  buy  '  httle  things '  here 
and  there,  a  bit  of  ribbon  in  one,  some  gloves  in 
another,  a  pretty  bit  of  china  Miss  Jean  had  set 
her  heart  on,  was  enough  to  restore  her  to  her 
usual  light-heartedness.  Nothing  very  tragical 
had  happened,  after  all. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

IT  was  aftei-  this  tliat  the  experiences  hi  society 
began.  The  countess  gave  them  a  dinner, 
which  was  very  kind  and  friendly,  and  at  which 
they  met  various  (country  friends.  Indeed  it 
Avas  an  entertainment  wliich  had  a  whiff  of  the 
comitry  about  it  altogether,  a  sort  of  nn-al  air  ; 
some  of  the  gentlemen  Avho  were  posted  hero 
and  there  about  the  table  to  talk  the  talk  of  the 
clubs  and  give  the  other  convives  a  sense  of 
being  in  London,  got  together  after  the  meal 
Avas  over  and  talked  in  the  doorway  betAveen 
the  two  draAAdng-rooms  Avith  mutual  commisera- 
tion. 

'  I  suppose  all  this  is  on  account  of  Bellendean,' 
they  said.  Bellendean  Avas  her  ladyship's  son, 
and  was  intended  to  stand  for  the  county  on  the 
next  opportunity.  '  It  is  like  the  Georgics,'  these 
gentlemen  said.  '  It  is  like  running  doAvn  into 
the  country.' 
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'  The  country  !'  said  another,  '  where  could 
you  find  any  country  hke  that?  Not  within 
five  hundred  miles.' 

The  countess  smiled  upon  this  pair   as   she 
passed  among  her  guests,  and  said,  very  low, 
'  Talk  to  them — you  are  not  doing  jonv  dut}'.' 
Thecentlemen  from  the  clubs  followed  her  with 
mute  looks  of  despair.     In  this  way  a  great  lady 
does   her  devoir  to   her  county  without  much 
*  hardship.     At  least,  three  of  the  more  important 
guests  believed  the  party  to  be  made  for  them, 
and  were  surprised,  and  even  a  little  more  than 
surprised  to  find  themselves  among  their  country 
neighbours.     '  Who  Avould  have  thought  of  see- 
ing you?'  they  said  to  each  other.     To  Lilias  it 
was  delightful  to  find  these  old  friends.     She 
sympathised    in    the    countess's    very    effusive 
regret   at   Bellendean's   absence.     'How   sorrv 
he  will  be,'  his  mother  said.     Bellendean  was 
believed  to  be  engaged  to  Lady  Ida,  his  plain 
relation.     He  was  very  good  about  it,  and  did 
his  duty  manfully  ;  but  to  have  put  a  pretty  little 
creature  like  that  in  his  way  woiild  have  been 
madness,  his  mother  felt.     So  that  she   enter- 
tained her  rui-al  neighbours  alone,  with  the  aid 
of  the  gentlemen  from  the  clubs,  who  Avere  all 
-  quite    safe    from   bread   and   butter    beauties, 
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thougli  thej  admired  her  complexion  and  said  to 
each  other,  '  Jove  !  where  does  the  girl  get  her 
bloom  from  V 

'  It  does  not  come  out  of  Bond  Street,'  said 
the  conntess. 

Miss  Margaret  was  very  stately  in  this  party. 
She  saw  through  it,  and  was  indignant  with 
Jean  and  Lilias  for  enjo}aug  themselves.  Two 
or  three  engagements  sprang  out  of  it,  very 
pleasant,  but  somewhat  humiliating  to  the  head 
of  the  family,  who  had  come  to  London  in  order 
to  be  beyond  the  country,  and  give  LiHas  ex- 
perience of  the  gTcat  world.  There  were  two 
or  three  little  dinners,  one  in  a  hotel,  and  the 
others  in  other  lodgings  of  similar  character  to 
those  in  Cadogan  Place,  and  many  proposals 
that  they  should  go  to  the  play  together,  and  to 
the  Royal  Academy  to  see  the  pictures,  proposals 
which  it  Avas  all  Margaret  could  do  to  prevent 
the  others  from  accepting.  She  gave  a  couple  of 
little  parties  herself  to  the  rural  notables.  But 
all  these  did  not  count,  they  only  kept  her  out 
of  society,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word.  Mar- 
garet was  as  proud  a  woman  as  ever  bore  a 
Scottish  name,  which  is  saying  much;  but  it 
seemed  to  her  that  she  would  almost  have  stooped 
to  a  meanness  to  gain  an  entry  into  the  upper 
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world  which  she  felt  to  be  circling  just  out  of 
her  reach,  and  from  Avhich  now  and  then  she 
heard  echoes  dropping  into  the  lower  spheres. 
It  was  not  for  herself  she  desired  that  entry. 
An  almost  Avrathful  contempt  grew  upon  her  as 
she  heard  the  chatter  of  society,  the  evil  tales, 
the  coterie  gossip,  the  inane  vulgarities  which, 
to  a  visionary  from  the  country  expecting 
great  things,  made  the  first  impression  of  town 
in  many  cases  the  most  distressful  of  disappoint- 
ments. For  herself,  she  longed  for  the  serene 
quiet  which,  if  it  was  sometimes  dull,  was  at 
least  always  innocent,  and  where  the  routine  of 
every  day  contented  the  harmless  mind.  Here 
an  uneasy  discontent,  an  ambition  which  she 
felt  humiliating,  a  constant  strain  of  anxiety 
which  was  mean  and  contemptible,  filled  her 
being.  She  wanted  to  know  people  who  had 
no  claim  upon  human  approbation  but  that  of 
knowing  a  great  many  other  people  and  giving 
parties.  She  was  imhappy  because  she  was  not 
acquainted  with  ladies  in  the  fashionable  world, 
and  men  who  went  everywhere.  When  Jean 
and  Lilias,  seated  upon  chairs  by  her  side  look- 
ing on  at  the  passing  crowds  of  Vanity  Fair  in 
Rotten  Row  with  all  the  delight  of  people  from 
the  country,  saw  and  hailed  and  exchanged  joy- 
VOL.  III.  E 
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ous  greetings  with  other  people  from  the  country 
passing  bj,  Margaret's  soul  was  filled  with  in-i- 
tation   and   annoyance.     These   were    not  the 
acquaintances  she  desii'ed.     It  vexed  her  to  be 
exposed   to   their   cordiality,  theh*   pleasure    at 
sight  of  anybody  they  knew.     Jean   too  was 
delighted  to  perceive  in  the  crowd   Avhat  she 
called  '  a  kent  face ;'  but  Margaret's  heart  was 
wrung  ^\'ith  envy,  with  unsatisfied  wishes,  and 
with  a  profound  contempt  for  herself  which  un- 
derlay all  these.     She  took  the  greatest  trouble, 
however,  to  find  out  people  of  any  pretensions 
to  fashion  whom  she  had  ever  known,  to  recall 
herself  to  their  recollection,  she  who  at  home 
considered  it  her  due  to  be  com-ted  and  sought 
out  by  others.     While  she  sat  in  the  croAvd  and 
listened  to  the  strangers  about  her  talking  over 
their  amusements,  her  heart  burned  within  her. 
'  I  saw  you  at  Lady  Dynevor's  last  night.     Did 
you  ever  see  such  a  crowd  !     As  for  dancing,  it 
was  out  of  the  question,'  or  '  Are  you   going  to 
the  duchess's  concert  to-morrow?     Mamma  has 
promised  to  go  if  we  can  get  away  soon  enough 
from  the  Esmonds',  where  we  dine,'  or  '  AVe  have 
promised  just  to  look  in  at  the  French  Ambas- 
sador's after  the  opera.'     She  felt  the  muscles 
of  her  face  elongate,  and   a  watering   in   her 
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month.  She  loolvcd  at  these  favoured  ones  with 
•wistful  eyes.  She  did  not  form  any  inusive 
vision  to  herself  of  the  charm  of  society,  or  sup- 
pose it  to  be  eloquent  and  Inilliant  and  delight- 
ful, but  she  wanted  to  be  in  it,  in  the  swing,  as 
the  slang  expression  Avas,  not  merely  making- 
little  parties  with  friends  from  the  country, 
fraternising  with  known  faces,  going  to  the  thea- 
tres and  the  sights.  These  were  not  Margaret's 
object ;  her  heart  sank  as  she  saw  the  weeks 
passing,  and  felt  herself  to  make  no  advance. 

The  countess's  dinner  had  been  a  disappoint- 
ment— almost,  in  the  excited  state  of  Margaret's 
feelings,  had  seemed  an  insult ;  but  there  was 
the  greater  gathering  in  prospect,  the  reception, 
at  which  all  society  Avas  expected  to  be  preseiit, 
and  to  Avhicli  she  looked  forward  with  a  half 
hope  that  this  might  realise  some  of  her  expec- 
tations, yet  a  half  certainty  of  further  disaj)- 
pointment  and  offence.  Lilias  had  got  a  new 
dress  for  the  occasion,  to  her  own  surprise  and 
almost  dissatisfaction,  for  she  Avas  somewhat 
alarmed  by  Margaret's  bounties ;  and  Jean, 
though  not  Avithout  a  little  tremor  lest  the 
countess  should  recollect  that  she  had  Avorn  it 
at  Mrs.  Stormont's  ball,  and  indeed  on  several 
other  occasions,  put  on  her  grey  satin.     ]\Iar- 
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garet  was  iu  black  silk,  very  imposing  and  state- 
ly, with  lier  beautiful  lace.  The  three  sisters 
were  a  fine  sight  as  their  hostess  came  forward 
to  gi-eet  them  at  the  door  of  the  beautiful  rooms, 
one  within  another,  which,  Avhat  with  mirrors 
and  a  profusion  of  lights,  seemed  to  prolong 
themselves  into  indefinite  distance.  The  rooms 
were  not  very  full  as  yet,  for  the  ladies  had  come 
somewhat  early,  and  the  countess  was  very  gra- 
cious to  them.  She  admired  Lilias,  and  kissed 
her  on  the  cheek,  and  told  Jean,  who  beamed, 
and  Margaret,  Avho  was  not  quite  sure  that  she 
was  not  offended,  that  their  little  sister  was  a 
credit  to  the  North. 

'If  you  keep  in  this  room,  you  will  hear  who  the 
people  are  as  they  come  in,'  she  said,  with  an  easy 
assumption  of  the  fact  that  they  knew  nobody. 

They  took  their  places  accordingly  at  a  little 
distance,  the  two  elder  ladies  seating  themselves 
until  they  were  almost  bmied  by  the  croAvds 
that  streamed  in  and  stood  all  about  them  in 
Hvely  gToups,  standing  over  them,  talking  across 
theu'  shoulders  as  if  they  were  objects  in  still 
life,  till  Miss  Margaret  rose  indignantly  and 
formed  a  little  gToup  of  her  own  with  Jean, 
who  was  a  little  bemldered,  and  Lilias,  who 
eyed  the  talkers  round  her,  half  frightened,  half 
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wistful,  Avitli  a  great  longing  to  have  some  one 
to  talk  with  too. 

'  We  may  as  well  go  into  tlie  next  room,'  said 
Margaret ;  '  there  vnW  perhaps  be  some  more 
rational  conversation  going  on  there  ;'  for  it  is 
impossible  to  describe  how  impatient  she  was 
growing  of  the  dnchess's  concert,  and  dear  Lady 
Grandmaison's  Satm'days,  and  all  the  other 
places  in  which  these  fine  people  met  each 
other  daily  or  nightly.  '  To  hear  who  they  are,' 
said  Margaret,  'might  lie  worth  our  Avhile,  if 
they  were  persons  that  had  ever  been  heard 
of ;  but  when  it  is  just  Lady  Tradgett,  and  Sir 
Gilbert  Fairoaks,  and  the  IMisses  This  or  That, 
it  is  not  overmuch  to  edification.' 

'  And  you  cannot  easily  fit  the  folk  to  their 
names,'  said  Miss  Jean. 

'  They  are  just  as  little  attractive  as  their 
names  are,'  said  Miss  Margaret ;  '  and  what  does 
it  matter,  Avhen  it  is  a  name  that  no  mortal  has 
ever  heard  tell  of,  whether  it  has  Lady  to  it  or 
Sir  to  it? — or  Duke  even,  for  that  matter;  but 
dukes  are  mostly  historical  titles,  which  is 
always  something.' 

•  '  But  it  is  a  beautiful  sight,'  said  Miss  Jean, 
'  though  it  would  be  more  pleasant  if  we  knew 
more  people.' 
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'  I  cannot  think,'  giaid  Margaret,  "with  a  Httle 
bitterness,  'that  Ave  wonlcT  be  much  made  up 
Avith  the  acquaintance  of  the  people  here.  So 
far  as  I  can  judge,  it  is  just  the  rabble  of 
society  that  comes  to  these  big  gatherings.  It 
is  just  a  sight,  like  going  to  the  play.' 

'  There  is  Lady  Ida,'  said  Lilias.  '  I  hope  she 
will  come  and  sj^eak  to  us.  But  I  would  rather 
go  to  the  play,  if  it  is  only  a  sight.' 

'  Oh,  my  dear,  it  is  just  beautiful,'  said  j\Iiss 
Jean.  '  Look  at  the  flowers.  The  cost  of  them 
must  have  been  a  fortune — and  all  those  grand 
mirrors  reflecting  them  till  you  think  every  rose 
is  double.  And  the  diamonds,  Lilias !  There  is 
an  old  lady  there  that  is  just  like  a  lamp  of 
light !  and  many  beautiful  persons  too,  which  is 
still  finer,'  Miss  Jean  added,  casting  a  tender 
glance  upon  the  little  figure  by  her  side,  which 
she  thought  the  most  beautiful  of  all. 

'  Oh,  Miss  Murray,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,' 
said  Lady  Ida.  '  We  were  afraid  you  must 
have  been  caught  by  some  other  engagement ; 
for  no  one  minds  throwing  over  an  evening 
invitation.  Yes,  there  are  a  gi-eat  many  people. 
My  aunt  knows  everybody,  I  tliink.  It  is  a  bore 
keeping  up  such  a  large  acquaintance,  l^ut  peo- 
ple always  come,  for  they  are  sure  of  meeting 
everybody  they  know.' 
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'  But  that  is  not  om-  case,  for  Ave  are  strangers — ' 
began  Miss  Jean,  thinking  to  mend  matters. 

Her  sister  silenced  her  by  a  look,  which  made 
that  well-intentioned  woman  tremble. 

'  Being  so  seldom  in  town,'  she  said,  '  it  is  not 
my  Avisli  to  keep  up  an  indiscriminate  acquaint- 
ance. In  the  country  you  must  knoAv  CA-ery- 
body,  but  in  a  place  like  London  you  can  pick 
and  choose.' 

This  sentence  Avas  too  long  for  Lady  Ida, 
Avhose  attention  AA^andered. 

'  HoAV  do  3'ou  do  ?'  she  said,  nodding  and 
smiling  OA'er  Lilias'  shoulder.  '  Ah,  yes,  to  l)c 
sure,  that  is  quite  true.  I  suppose  you  are  going 
to  take  Lihas  to  the  ball  everybody  is  talking 
of — oh,  the  ball,  the  Greek  ambassador's  T 

'Dear  me,  you  liaA^e  never  heard  of  it,  Mar- 
garet !'  Miss  Jean  said. 

'  Oh,  you  nmst  go !  Lilias,  you  must  insist 
lipon  going,'  Lady  Ida  cried,  her  eyes  going 
beyond  them  to  some  ncAv  comers  Avho  hurried 
forAvard  Avitli  effusive  greetings.  '  You  have 
got  your  tickets?'  Avere  the  first  Avords  she  ad- 
dressed to  them. 

'  Oh,  so  many  thanks,'  said  the  ncAV  people. 
'  We  got  them  this  morning.  And  I  hear  CA^ery- 
body  is  going.  Hoav  kind  of  you  to  take  so 
much  trouble  for  us.' 
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Miss  Margaret,  somewhat  grimlj^,  had  moved 
away.  En^n^,  and  desire,  and  profound  morti- 
fication were  in  her  soul. 

'If  you  cannot  speak  to  the  purpose,  you 
might  at  least  hold  your  tongue,'  she  said  to 
Jean,  with  unwonted  bitterness. 

Lilias  followed  them  forlorn.  She  was  daz- 
zling in  her  young  bloom.  She  was  prettily 
dressed.  Her  sweet,  Avistful  looks,  a  little  scared 
and  wondering,  afraid  of  the  crowd,  which 
laughed  and  talked,  and  babbled  about  its  pleas- 
ures, and  took  no  notice  of  her,  were  enough 
to  have  touched  any  tender  heart.  And  no 
doubt  there  Avere  a  number  of  s^Tupathetic  peo- 
ple about  to  whom  Margaret  and  Jean  would 
have  been  nmch  more  interesting  than  the 
majority  ef  the  chatterers,  and  Avho  would  have 
admired  and  flattered  Lilias  with  the  utmost 
delight.  But  there  Avas  nobody  to  bring  them 
together.  Lady  Ida,  in  the  midst  of  a  croAvd 
of  her  friends,  Avas  discussing  in  high  excite- 
ment this  great  event  in  the  fashionable  Avorld. 
The  other  people  A\'ere  meeting  each  other 
daily  in  one  place  or  another.  Our  poor  coun- 
try friends,  after  the  braA^e  front  they  had  put 
upon  it  at  first,  and  their  pretence  of  enjopng 
the  beautiful  sight — the  floAvers,  the  lights,  the 
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diamonds,  the  pretty  people — began  to  feel  it 
all  insupportable.  After  a  Avliile,  by  tacit  con- 
sent, the}'  moved  back  towards  tlie  door. 

'But  the  carriage  will  not  bo  here  for  an 
hour  yet,  Margaret,'  Jean  said. 

'  Then  Ave  will  wait  for  it  in  the  hall,'  said 
Margaret,  sternly. 

'  Are  you  really  going  away  so  soon  T  cried 
the  comitess,  shaking  hands  with  them.  '  I 
know  !  you  are  going  to  Lady  Broadway's,  you 
naughty  people.  But  of  course  you  want  to 
make  the  best  of  your  time,  and  show  Lilias 
everything.' 

It  was  on  Jean's  lips  to  say,  in  her  innocence, 
Oh  no,  they  knew  nothing  about  Lady  Broad- 
Avay :  but  fortunately  she  restrained  herself. 
They  drove  home  very  silently,  no  one  feel- 
ing disposed  to  speak,  and  when  they  reached 
the  stillness  of  Cadogan  Place,  where  they  were 
not  expected  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  where  no 
lamp  was  lighted,  but  only  a  pair  of  glimmering 
candles  upon  the  mantel-piece.  Miss  Margaret 
closed  the  door,  sending  old  Simon  peremptorily 
away,  and  made  a  little  address  to  her  sisters. 

'  It  appears,'  she  says,  '  that  I  have  been  mis- 
taken, Lilias.  I  thought  the  name  of  ]\Iurray  of 
Murkley  was  well  enough  laiown  to  have  opened 
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all  the  best  houses  to  us  wherever  we  went,  and 
I  thought  we  had  old  friends  enough  to  make 
society  pleasant ;  but  you  perceive  that  1  have 
been  mistaken.     I  would  have  concealed  it  from 
myself,  if  I  could,  and  I  would  have  done  any- 
thing to  conceal  it  from  you.     But  that  is  not 
possible  after  to-night.     My  heart  is  just  broken 
to  have  raised  your  hopes,  and  then  to  disap- 
point them  like  this.     But  you  see  everytliiug  is 
changed.     Our  old  friends  are  dead,  or  out  of 
the  way,  and  it's  clear  to  me  that  those  fashion- 
able  people,  that  are  just  living   in   a   racket 
night  and  day,  have  no  thought  for  any  mortal 
but  just  themselves  and  their  own  kind.     So 
there  is  nothing  for  it  but  to  confess  to  you, 
Lilias,  that  I  have  just  made  a  mistake,  and 
proved  how  ignorant  I  am  of  the  world.' 

'  Oh !  Margaret,  not  that — it  is  just  the  world 
that  is  unworthy  of  you,'  cried  Jean,  whom  her 
sister  put  down  with  an  impatient  wave  of  her 
hand. 

And  now  it  was  that  Lilias  showed  her  sense, 
as  was  often  remarked  afterwards.  She  gave 
her  little  skip  in  the  ah,  and  said,  with  a  laugh, 
'What  am  I  caring,  Margaret?  Ida  was 
never  very  nice.  She  might  have  introduced 
the  people   to  us.     If  it  had  been  a  dance,  it 
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AvoTild  have  been  dreadful  to  stand  and  sec  the 
rest  enjoying  themselves ;  but  when  it  Avas 
nothing*  bnt  talk,  talk,  Avhat  do  I  care  ?' 

'  It  was  a  l)L'autiful  sight,'  said  Jean,  takings 
courage.  '  I  am  verv  glad  to  have  seen  it, 
though  I  had  never  spoken  to  any  person.  And 
Ave  were  not  so  bad  as  that.  There  Avas  the 
conntess  and  Lady  Ida,  and  tliat  old  gentleman 
Avho  trod  npon  my  train,  and  that  Avas  A^ery  ciA'il, 
besides -' 

'  Besides  that  Ave  did  not  Avant  them  a  bit,  for 
there  are  three  of  ns,  and  Avhat  do  aa^c  care  ?' 
cried  Lilias,  throAving  her  arms  round  Margaret, 
Avho  had  dropped,  overcome  by  disappointment 
and  fatigue,  into  a  chair. 

Thus  there  Avas  a  little  scene  of  mutual  tender- 
ness and  draAAang  together  after  the  trial  of  the 
e\'ening,  and  ^Margaret  retired  to  her  room  Avith 
a  relicA^ed  heart,  though  she  had  felt  an  hour  or 
tAvo  before  as  if,  after  having  made  her  confes- 
sion, she  must  drop  the  helm  of  the  family  for 
ever  and  slip  into  a  secondary  place.  No  one, 
hoAvever,  seemed  to  see  it  in  this  light.  Lilias 
and  Jean  had  A'ied  Avith  each  other  in  profes- 
sions of  enjoyment.  They  liked  the  Row,  they 
liked  the  park,  they  liked  going  to  the  sliops, 
and   to   see  the  play.     If  ^Margaret  Avould  not 
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make  herself  unhappy  about  it,  they  would  be 
quite  content  without  society.  They  soothed 
her  so  much  that  she  gave  the  helm  a  vigorous 
push  before  she  went  to  rest  that  very  night ; 
for  even  while  the  others  W'ere  speaking,  and 
protesting  their  indifference  to  all  the  delights 
of  the  fashionable  world,  her  thoughts  had  leapt 
away  from  them  to  speculate  Avhether,  after  all, 
it  might  not  be  possible  to  show  the  countess 
and  Lady  Ida  that  their  good  offices  were  not 
necessary,  and  that  A^athout  them  IMargaret 
MmTay  in  her  own  person  had  credit  enough  to 
get  tickets  enough  for  the  great  ball.  She  said 
to  herself  that  her  cards  Avere  not  played  out 
yet,  that  she  still  had  something  in  her  power. 

Lilias,  for  her  part,  was  half  disposed  to  cry 
after  her  demonstration  of  pride  and  high  spiiits. 
As  Jean  helped  to  undress  her,  which  she  loved 
to  do  when  she  had  the  chance,  the  girl  changed 
her  tone. 

'  What  is  the  use  of  all  my  pretty  things,  if 
we  go  noAvhere  V  she  said.  '  Oh,  I  should  Hke 
one  ball,  just  to  say  I  have  been  at  a  real  ball 
in  London.  It  Avould  be  dreadful  to  go  back 
again,  and,  Avlien  Katie  comes  asking  hoAv  many 
dances  Ave  were  at,  to  say  not  one.  Oh  !'  ciied 
Lilias,  clasping   her  hands,  '  I  Avill   tell  fibs,  I 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  61 

know  I  will,  for  it  would  ]je  toiTiblo  to  confess 
that; 

'  My  darling- !'  cried  ]\Iis.s  Jean,  '  Oh,  I  Avish 
there  Avas  any  Avay  to  get  you  asked  to  this 
grand  one  that  all  yon  people  were  talking 
about.  I  am  sure  I  would  give  a  little  finger 
if  that  Avould  do  any  good.' 

'  But  your  little  finger  Avould  do  no  good,'  said 
Lilias,  ruefully.  '  I  see  noAv  that  you  never  asked 
that  fairy  to  my  christening,  as  you  ought  to  have 
done  :  and  she  has  never  forgiven  it.  But  never 
nimd,  I  must  just  tell  Katie  a  good  big  one,  for 
I  will  not  have  her  pitying  me.  If  it  is  a  little 
bigger  than  a  fib,  it  Avill  only  be  a  lee,  and  that 
is  not  so  dreadful,  after  all.' 

'  You  must  not  tell  even  a  fib,  my  darling — it 
is  never  right.' 

'  No,  it  is  never  right,'  said  Lilias,  Avith  a 
comical  look,  kissing  her  sister,  Avho  Avas  noAV 
busy,  smoothing  out  and  folding,  the  creamy, 
foamy  white  draperies  in  AA^hich  Lilias  had  stood 
about  the  countess's  rooms,  not  unremarked, 
though  unfriended.  AVhat  Avas  the  use  of  all 
these  pretty  things  if  they  Avent  nowhere  ? 
Miss  Jean's  thoughts  were  busy  Avith  the  same 
problem  that  occupied  her  elder  sister.  It 
was  too  mipossible  to  be  considered   a    hope ; 
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but  if  .slie  herself — slie  wlio  Avas  always  the 
second  and  far  infeiior  in  every  Avay  to  Mar- 
garet— if  only  she  conld  find  some  way  ! 

Thus  those  wonderful  prognostications  of  glory 
and  success  with  which  Miss  Margaret  had  per- 
suaded Lilias  to  give  up  the  little  dissipations  of 
the  country,  and  in  which  she  herself  had  enter- 
tained a  faith  so  calm  and  assured,  came  to  no- 
thing.    Lilias,   though    in  ]\Iargaret's  presence 
►she  took  it  so  nobly,  had  a  great  many  thoughts 
upon  the  subject  after  she  had  smiled  sleepily 
and  received  Miss  Jean's  good  night  as  if  from 
the  very  borders  of  sleep.     When  Jean  went  out 
of  the  room  on  tiptoe,  Lilias  w^oke  up  and  began 
to  think.     She  looked  down  from  those  heights 
of    experience  on  which  she  at  present  stood, 
upon  herself  in  the  happy  vale  of  her  ignorance 
in  ]\Iurkley,  with  a  little  envy,  yet  a  great  deal 
of  contempt.     What  a  little  silly  thing  she  had 
been,  expecting  to  go  to  Court  in  the  way  people 
write  of  in  books,  and  to  be  one  of  the  fine  company 
about  the  Queen !     Lilias  reflected  with  amaze- 
ment, and  even  wath  an  amusement  which  Avas 
more  droll  than  pleasant,  that  had  it  been  sug- 
gested to  her  that  she  Avould  certainly  be  invited 
to  Windsor  Castle,  she  Avould  have  accepted  the 
incident  as  quite  probable.     ]\Iargaret  had  even 
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spoken  of  tlie  post  of  maid-of-hononr.  Lilias 
laugliecl  a  small  laiigli  to  herself  in  the  dusk. 
She  had  believed  it  all,  it  had  seemed  to  her 
quite  natural ;  but  never — never  could  she  be 
such  a  simpleton  again.  One  may  be  silly  once, 
but  Avhen  enlightenment  of  this  sort  comes,  she 
said  to  herself,  it  is  for  ever !  never — never  could 
vslie  be  deceived  again.  And  then  gulping  doAvii 
something  in  her  throat,  and  drying  her  eyes 
hurriedly  under  cover  of  the  dark,  she  declared 
to  herself  that  it  was  far  better  to  know,  and 
that  even  the  pain  of  it  was  better  than  the 
credulous  foolishness  with  which  she  had  taken 
everything  in.  In  any  case  it  was  best  to  know. 
If  Margaret  had  made  such  a  mistake,  it  was  not 
much  wonder  that  she,  Lilias,  should  have  been 
deceived.  Lilias  recalled  Lady  Ida's  look  over 
her  shoulder,  the  warmth  of  her  greeting  to  the 
people  Avho  had  got  the  tickets,  who  ^veve  in 
the  Avorld,  and  felt  once  more  a  sensation  of  hot 
resentment  and  indignation  darting  over  her. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  even  that  was  not  so  bad  as  it 
seemed.  When  Katie  Seton  was  taken  by  her 
mother  to  the  county  balls,  the  great  ladies, 
even  Margaret  herself,  would  not  encourage  the 
intrusion.  To  be  sure,  Katie  could  not  be  left 
standing   unnoticed,   for   she   knew  everj^body 
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just  as  well  as  Lady  Ida  did.  But  London  was 
very  different.  London  was  tlie  world,  and  it 
was  evident  that  it  was  not  Lilias'  sj^here.  She 
saw  all  the  foolishness  of  the  idea  as  she  lav 
thinking,  throwing  off  the  coverings  and  back 
the  curtains  to  get  as  much  air  as  possible  in 
the  little,  close,  London  room.  She  said  to  her- 
self :  Oh  !  for  IMurkley,  where  there  was  always 
air  enough  and  to  spare,  and  wide,  peaceful 
horizons,  and  imfathomable  skies,  and  people 
Avho  had  known  her  from  her  cradle.  That 
was  far  better  than  standing  smiling  at  nothing 
and  trying  to  look  as  if  she  hked  it,  among 
hordes  and  hordes  of  unlaiown  people  who  stared 
but  never  took  any  trouble  to  be  Idnd  to  the 
strangers.  '  If  I  Avcre  them,'  cried  Lilias,  regard- 
less of  possibilities,  '  and  saw  strangers  standing 
that  kncAv  nobody,  it  would  be  there  I  would  go  ! 
I  would  not  just  stare  and  think  it  was  not  my 
business.  I  would  make  it  my  business  !'  She 
remembered  so  manv  ladies  who  looked  as  if 
they  must  be  nice,  and  girls  like  herself  sur- 
rounded with  acquaintances  and  admirers.  '  Oh  !' 
Lilias  cried  to  herself,  her  eyes  flashing  m  the 
dark,  '  if  it  had  been  me  !'  She  would  not  have 
let  another  girl  stand  forlorn  while  she  was 
enjopng  herself.      And    Margaret    and    Jean, 
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Avliom  everybody  could  see  were  so  far  above 
the  common !  Perhaps  it  was  because  they 
were  Eiighsh — she  said  to  herself,  almost  with  a 
pleasant  flash  of  enlightenment — that  they  were 
so  little  kind.  But,  then,  the  countess  was  not 
English.  It  Avas  London  that  made  them  heart- 
less,  that  made  them  think  of  no  one  but  them- 
selves :  at  home  it  could  not  be  so.  Then  Lilias 
assured  herself  once  more  Avith  lofty  philosophy 
that,  though  it  might  not  be  very  pleasant,  it  was 
well  to  have  found  out  at  once,  so  that  there  might 
be  no  further  question  about  it,  what  a  stranger 
had  to  expect  in  the  world.  No  such  thing  could 
ever  happen  at  home.  The  thing  for  herself  and 
her  sisters  to  do  was  to  turn  their  backs  upon  this 
heartless  society,  indignant,  dignified,  valuing  it 
as  it  deserved,  and  return  to  their  native  scenes, 
Avhere  everybody  honoured  them,  Avhere  they 
Avere  courted  Avhen  they  appeared,  and  regret- 
ted Avhen  they  Avent  aAvay.  The  Av^orst  Avish  that 
Lilias  could  form  Avas  that  some  of  these  same 
young  ladies  AA^hose  looks  she  could  remember 
anyAvhere,  she  thought,  should  appear  in  the 
country,  knowing  nobody :  and  then  what  a 
gracious  rcA^enge  the  Murrays  Avould  take ! 
Margaret  Avould  not  even  Avait  for  an  introduc- 
tion, she  Avould  let  nobody  stand  there  forlorn 
A^OL.  III.  F 
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in  the  crowd,  and  Lilias  lierself,  proudly  mag- 
nanimons,  would  prefer  tliem  to  all  the  little 
attentions  which  on  Tayside  could  never  fail. 
This  thought  gave  a  warmer  desire  to  the  long- 
ing of  her  disappointment  to  get  home. 

But,  as  she  was  going  to  sleep,  lulled  by  this 
anticipation,  two  regrets  sprang  up  within  her 
mind,  retarding  for  at  least  five  minutes  each 
her  slumbers — one  Avas  the  thought  what  a  pity 
to  have  so  many  pretty  things  and  never  to  go 
anywhere  w^here  they  could  be  worn ;  the  other 
was  a  keen,  acute,  stinging  realisation  of  Katie, 
and  the  many  questions  that  little  w^oman  of  the 
world  Avould  ask  her.  '  How  many  balls  were 
you  at?'  Lilias  almost  skipped  out  of  bed  in  her 
impatience.  '  But  I  ^^^ll  not  oa\ti  to  it.  I  will 
tell  her  a  fib  rather.  I  will  almost  tell  her  a  lee,' 
Lilias  cried  to  herself.  A  lee  was  perhaps 
worse  than  a  fib ;  but  it  w^as  not  supposed  to 
be  so  harsh  a  thing  as  a  he — at  least,  upon 
Tayside. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


EXT   morning   some   further  incidents   oc- 


J_i  cnvred  which  disturbed  Margaret,  just  re- 
covering from  the  thscomfiture  of  the  preceding- 
night,  and  phmged  her  into  fresh  anxiety.  It 
was  Jean  that  was  the  cause  of  one  of  these  as 
of  so  many  of  her  annoyances  since  they  came  to 
toAvn — Jean,  Avho  could  not  contain  lier  pleasure 
when  amid  all  these  crowds  of  unknown  people 
she  saw  '  a  kent  face.'  She  had  got  so  much  into 
the  way  of  doing  tins,  and  was  so  delighted  with 
everybody  that  looked  like  home,  ministers  with 
their  wives  who  had  come  up  for  a  holiday  after 
the  Assembly,  and  little  lairds,  and  professional 
persons  of  all  classes,  that,  when  it  was  possible, 
her  sister  had  contrived  to  leave  Jean  at  home 
.when  they  went  into  the  Row  for  their  usual 
walk.  But  on  this  occasion  it  had  not  been 
possible  to  do  so,  and  scarcely  were  they  seated 
under  their  favourite  tree,  when  Margaret  with 
dismay  heard  the  usual  explosion. 
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'  Oil !  Lilias,  just  look — it  is  certainly  him  ; 
though  I  never  would  have  thought  of  seeing 
him  here,' 

'  Whom  do  you  mean  by  him  f  said  Margaret. 
'  And  for  goodness  sake,  Jean,  where  everybody 
is  hearing  you,  do  not  exclaim  like  that.  You 
will  just  be  taken  for  an  ignorant  person  that 
knows  nobody.' 

'  And  I'm  sm-e  they  would  not  be  far  Avi-ong 
that  thought  so,'  said  Jean.  'Yes,  I  was  sure  it 
Avas  him :  and  glad,  glad  he  will  be  to  see  us,  for 
he  seems  not  to  have  a  creature  to  speak  to. 
Dear  me,  Philip,'  she  said,  rising  and  stretching 
out  her  hand  through  a  startled  group  who  separ- 
ated to  let  the  friends  approach  each  other, '  who 
would  have  thought  of  seeing  you  here  !' 

Philip  Stormont's  face  lighted  up. 

'  I  Avas  looking  for  you,'  he  said,  in  his  laconic 
Avay.  He  had  been  strolling  along  with  a  vague 
stare,  looldng  doubly  rustic  and  home-spun  and 
out  of  place ;  he  had  the  very  same  cane  in  his 
hand  with  the  laiob  that  he  used  to  suck  at 
Murkley.  '  I  knew  you  were  here,  and  I  was 
looking  for  you,'  he  said. 

'  And  have  you  just  arrived,  and  straight  from 
Tayside  1  and  hoAV  is  your  good  mother  and  all 
our  fiiends  V 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  69 

'  My  mother  is  away  :  and  I've  been  away  for 
the  last  three  months,'  said  Phihp  ;  '  I've  been 
out  in  the  Mediten-anean.  There  was  httle 
doing  at  home,  and  she  was  keen  for  me  to  go.' 

'  And  now  I  suppose  you  have  eome  to  Lon- 
don to  go  into  all  the  gaieties  here  f  said 
Margaret,  for  the  first  time  taking  her  part  in 
the  conversation.  She  looked  somewhat  grimly 
at  the  long-leggit  lad.  He  Avas  brown  from  his 
sea-voyaging,  and  too  roughly  clad  for  these 
fashionable  precincts.  '  Tliis  is  just  the  height 
of  the  season,  and  you'll  no  doubt  intend  to  turn 
yourself  into  a  butterfly,  like  the  rest  of  the 
young  men.' 

'I  am  not  very  like  a  butterfly  noAv,'  said 
Philip,  suddenly  awakened  to  the  imperfections 
of  his  dress. 

'  Oh  !  but  that  is  soon  mended,'  said  Miss  Jean, 
always  kind ;  '  you  will  have  to  go  to  yom-  tailor, 
and  you  will  soon  be  as  fine  as  anybody.' 

Philip  grew  fiery  red  with  sudden  shame  and 
dismay.  He  cast  a  glance  at  Lilias,  and  read 
the  same  truth  in  her  eyes.  Except  Jean,  avIio 
had  fii-st  found  him  out,  nobody  Avas  very  glad 
to  see  Mm  in  his  sea-going  tAveeds.  It  had  not 
struck  him  before.  He  muttered  something 
about   maldng   himself  decent,    and   left   them 
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liuiTiedly,  stridiug  along  out  of  sight  under  the 
trees.     Miss  Margaret  smiled  as  he  disappeared. 

'  Well,'  she  said,  dra^^nng  a  long  breath,  '  that 
is  a  good  riddance ;  and  I  wish  the  rest  of  our 
country  friends  were  got  rid  of  as  easy.  I  think 
you  might  remember,  Jean,  that  to  entertain  the 
like  of  Philip  Stormont  is  not  what  we  came  to 
London  for.' 

Jean  was  magnanimous.  She  had  it  on  her  lips 
to  say  something  of  the  failure  so  far  of  their  ex- 
pedition to  London,  but  it  died  away  before  it  was 
spoken.  As  for  Margaret,  she  had  forgotten  the 
doA\aifa]l  of  last  night.  Her  mind  was  laboming 
with  schemes  for  advancement.  All  her  faculties 
were  nerved  to  the  sti-uggie.  But,  alas  !  Avhat 
are  faculties  Avhen  it  is  friends  you  want  ?  To 
repulse  Philip  was  a  matter  of  instinct ;  but  to 
open  the  doors  of  the  great  houses  was  another 
affair.  And,  even  when  that  was  done,  all  was 
not  done ;  for  what  would  be  the  good  of  taking 
Lilias  to  a  gi*eat  ball  unless  there  was  some  pros- 
pect of  getting  her  partners  when  she  was  there? 
Margaret  had  determined  that  she  would  accom- 
plish both — but  how?  To  see  a  Avorthy  human 
being  struggling  in  the  face  of  difficulties  is  a  great 
sight,  especially  when  he  (or  she)  struggles  not 
for  himself,  but  for  those  he  loves.     Nothing  can 
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be  more  entirely  true,  or  indeed  more  complete- 
ly a  truism ;  but  when  the  difficulties  are  those 
of  getting  an  invitation  to  a  ball,  and,  when 
there,  partners  for  your  charge,  the  world  may 
laugh,  but  the  struggle  is  no  less  arduous.  A 
mother  in  such  a  case  gets  contempt,  if  not  re- 
proach, instead  of  any  just  appreciation  ;  but  a 
sister  may  perhaps  secure  a  gentler  verdict. 
Such  love  was  in  the  object,  if  it  was  not  other- 
wise very  worthy  ;  and  if  there  was  mucli  pride 
too,  it  Avas  of  so  natural  a  kind.  She  shook  off 
Philip  as  she  would  have  shaken  off  a  thorn  that 
clung  to  her  dress ;  but  still  he  was  another  ele- 
ment of  discomfort.  She  Avanted  no  long-leggit 
lad  to  .attach  himself  to  her  party,  and  less  now 
than  ever — for  Avho  could  tell  Avhat  effect  the 
contrast  between  the  indifference  of  the  Avorld 
and  the  devotion  of  her  old  playfelloAv  might 
have  upon  Lilias  if  once,  she  said  to  herself,  he 
was  out  of  those  ridiculous  tweeds,  which  he 
ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  appear  in. 
Margaret  made  the  signal  to  her  party  to  rise 
from  their  chairs  after  this  little  incident.  She 
had  a  suspicion  that  the  people  about  Avere 
smiling  at  the  encounter  AAath  the  rustic.  But 
indeed  the  people  about  Averc  concerned  Avith 
themseh^cs,  and  papng  little  attention  to  the 
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ladies  from  the  country.  Everybody  knew  them 
to  be  ladies  from  the  country,  which  of  itself 
was  an  irritating  circumstance  enough. 

They  got  up  accordingly  ^^dth  great  docility 
and  joined  the  stream  of  people  moving  up  and 
down.  And  now  it  Avas  that  another  encounter, 
more  alarming  and  unexpected  still,  brought 
her  heart  to  ]\Iargaret's  mouth,  and  moved  both 
the  others  in  different  Avays  Avith  sudden  excite- 
ment. As  they  moved  along  with  the  tide  on 
one  hand,  the  other  stream  coming  the  other 
Avay,  an  indiscriminate  mass,  in  AA^hich  there  AA^ere 
so  fcAv  faces  that  had  any  interest  for  them,  sud- 
denly, without  AA^arning,  AA^avered,  opened,  and 
disclosed  a  Avell-knoAvn  countenance,  all  Hghted 
up  Avith  animation  and  eagerness.  There  was 
no  imperfection  of  appearance  in  the  case  of  this 
young  man.  He  was  Avalking  A^ath  tAvo  or  three 
others,  and  there  Avas  in  his  eyes  nothing  of  that 
forlorn  gaze  in  search  of  acquaintances  Avhich 
distinguished  the  rural  Aasitor.  He  had  been, 
perhaps,  too  dainty  for  i\Iurkley,  but  he  Avas  in 
his  element  here.  He  came  up  to  the  three 
ladies,  taking  off  his  hat  Avith  that  unusual  de- 
monstration of  respect  Avhich  had  amused  them 
amid  the  less  elaborate  salutations  of  the  coun- 
try.    His  appearance  froze   the    blood  in  Mar- 
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garet's  veins.  She  felt  tliat  no  conipromise  was 
possible,  that  her  action  ninst  be  stern  and  de- 
cisive. She  turned  and  gave  Lilias  a  peremp- 
tory look,  then  made  Lewis  such  a  cnrtsey  as 
filled  all  the  spectators  with  awe.  She  even 
dropped  her  hand  by  her  side  and  caught  hold 
of  the  draperies  of  Lilias  to  ensure  that  the  girl 
followed  her.  Lilias  had  almost  given  her  little 
skip  in  the  air  for  pure  pleasure  at  the  sight  of 
him,  when  she  received  that  look  and  secret 
tug,  more  imperative  still.  She  put  out  her 
hand  as  she  was  swept  past  with  an  '  Oh,  Mr. 
Murray !'  Avhich  was  half  a  protest :  but  she  was 
too  much  astonished  to  resist  Margaret.  Jean, 
left  behind,  in  her  surprise  and  delight,  greeted 
the  stranger  Avdtli  a  tremulous  cry. 

'  Oh,  but  I  am  glad  to  see  you  !'  she  said. 
But,  when  she  saw  that  Margaret  had  swept 
on,  she  made  an  agitated  pause.     Lewis  took 

her  hand  almost  with  gentle  violence. 

'You  nmst   speak  to  her — you  have  always 

been  my  friend,'  he  said. 

'  Oh,  yes,  Mr.  Murray,  I  am  your  friend,'  said 

Miss   Jean,  following  Avitli    her    eyes    the   two 

figm-es  that  were  disappearing  in  the  crowd  ; 

'  but  what  am  1  to  do  if  1  lose  Margaret  ?' 

Her  perplexity  and  distress  Avould  have  amused 

a  less  tender  observer. 


7'i:  IT  WAS  A  LOYER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

'  We  will  go  after  them,'  lie  said,  '  and,  if  we 
miss  tliem,  cannot  I  see  you  home  V 

'  But  that  would  be  taking  you  from  your 
friends,'  said  Miss  Jean,  with  wondering  eyes 
and  much  divided  wishes.  As,  however,  even 
in  this  moment,  she  was  already  separated  from 
Margaret,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  but 
accept  his  companionship. 

Jean  was  in  a  ferment  of  excitement  and 
anxiety.  It  was  what  she  had  wished  and 
hoped  for — it  was  dehghtful — it  filled  her  with 
an  exhilarating  sense  of  help  and  satisfaction ; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  if  it  should  turn  out  to  be 
going  against  Margaret !  How  difficult  it  is  in 
such  a  terrible,  unlooked-for  crisis  to  know 
exactly  what  to  do  !  She  did  what  her  heart 
desired,  which  is  the  most  general  solution. 

'  They  Avill  probably  turn  at  the  end,  and 
then  I  can  go  back  to  them,'  she  said.  'And 
why  should  Margaret  object?  for  you  have 
ahvays  been  my  friend.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Lewis,  '  you  will  recollect  it  was 
you  I  knew  first  in  the  family:  and  I  was  always 
supposed  to  be  your  visitor.  What  pleasant 
hours  those  were  at  the  piano  !  Ah,  you  could 
not  be  so  cruel  as  to  pass  me,  to  treat  me  like  a 
stranger.     We  arc  in  each  other's  confidence,' 
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lie  said,  looking  so  kindly,  tenderly  at  lier,  with 
a  meaning  in  his  eyes  which  ]\Iiss  Jean  luidcr- 
stood,  and  whicli  delivered  her  at  once  out  of 
her  little  flutter  of  timidity.  She  answered  him 
"with  a  look,  and  became  herself  once  more. 

'  It  is  so  indeed,'  she  said.  '  Wo  have  both 
opened  our  hearts  to  one  another,  though  I 
might  be  your  mother.  And  glad,  glad  I  am  to 
see  you.  I  feel  a  little  lost  among  all  these 
people,  though  it  is  very  interesting  to  watch 
them :  but  I  am  just  most  happy  when  I  come 
upon  a  kent  face.  And  have  you  been  long  in 
London,  and  have  you  friends  here  '?  Without 
that  there  is  but  little  pleasure  in  it,'  Miss  Jean 
said,  with  a  suppressed  sigh,. 

Then  Lewis  began  to  tell  her  that  he  had 
been  in  town  for  a  week  or  t.Avo,  and  had  gone 
everywhere  looking  for  her  and  her  sisters ; 
that  he  had  found  abundance  of  friends,  people 
whom  he  had  met  abroad,  who  had  known  him 
'  in  my  god-father's  time,'  he  said. 

'  I  think  I  know  almost  all  the  diplomatic 
people,  and  they  are  a  host ;  and  it  is  wonderful 
to  find  how  many  people  one  has  come  across, 
for  everybody  goes  abroad.' 

Jean  listened  with  admiration  and  a  sigh. 

'  There  are  few,'  she  said,  '  of  these  kind  of 
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persons  that  come  in  our  way,  either  at  Mm-kley 
or  Gowanbrae.' 

Something  in  her  tone  attracted  his  attention, 
especially  to  the  sentiment  of  this  remark,  and 
LeAvis  was  too  sympathetic  to  be  long  unac- 
(j^uaiuted  with  its  meaning. 

'  No  doubt,'  he  said,  '  it  is  a  long  time  since 
you  have  been  here :  and  you  find  yom-  old 
friends  gone,  and  strangers  in  their  places.' 

'  That  is  just  it,'  said  Miss  J  can.  '  It  has  been 
perhaps  a  little  disappointment — oh,  not  to  Lilias 
and  me,  who  are  delighted  to  see  everything, 
and  never  think  of  parties  and  things — but  Mar- 
garet will  vex  herself  about  it,  Avanting  the  child 
to  enjoy  herself,  and  to  see  all  that's  worth  see- 
ing. You  will  understand  the  feehug.  There 
is  some  great  ball  now,'  she  added,  with  vague 
hopes  for  which  she  could  not  account  to  herself, 
*  which  everybody  is  speaking  of ' 

' It  is  perhaps  the  Greek  ball?  Is  she  going?' 
cried  Lewis,  eagerly.  '  Ah,  that  will  be  what 
you  call  luck — great  luck  for  me.' 

'  I  cannot  say  that  she  is  going — if  you  mean 
^largaret,'  said  Miss  Jean,  trembling  to  feel 
success  within  reach.  '  It  is  not  a  thmg,  you 
know,  that  tempts  the  like  of  us  at  our  age — 
hut  just   for   Lilias.      Well,  I    cannot   say.      I 
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hear  people  are  asking  for  iuvitatioiis,  wliicli, 
to  my  mind,  is  a  wonderful  way  of  going  about 
it.  I  do  not  think  Margaret,  Avho  is  a  proud 
person,  would  ever  bring  her  mmd  to  that.' 

'  She  shall  not  need,'  said  LeAvis.  '  Would 
she  go  ?  Would  you  go  ?  Dear  Miss  Jean, 
will  not  you  do  this  for  me?  They  are  my 
dear  friends,  those  people.  They  knoAv  me 
since  I  Avas  a  boy.  They  Avill  call  at  once, 
and  send  the  iuA'itation.  If  I  Avere  not  out  of 
favour  Avith  3'our  sister,  I  Avould  come  A^^th  my 
friends.  But  not  a  Avord  I  Do  not  say  a  Avord  ! 
It  Avill  all  pass  as  if  avc  had  nothing  to  do 
Avitli  it,  A^ou  and  I.  That  is  best ;  but  in  re- 
turn  you  aa^II  see  that  Miss  Lilias  saves  for  me 
a  dance,  tAvo  dances  perhaps.' 

'  Poor  thing  I'  said  Miss  Jean,  '  my  fear  just  is 
that  'she  Avill  have  all  her  dances  to  spare ;  for 
Ave  do  not  knoAv  many  people,  and  the  people 
Ave  knoAV  are  not  going — and  it  is  perhaps  jiLst 
a  little  unfortunate  for  Lilias.' 

'  That  Avill  not  happen  again,'  cried  Lewis, 
Avith  a  gloAv  of  pleasure.  'I  am  not  of  any 
good  in  Murkley,  but  I  can  be  of  some  use  here.' 

In  the  meantime  Lilias,  A-ery  much  disap- 
pointed, was  demanding  an  explanation  from  her 
sister. 
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'  It  was  Mr.  Murray,  Margaret !  I  would  have 
liked  to  speak  to  liim.  He  was  always  nice. 
And  you  liked  liim  well  enough  at  ]Murkley. 
He  was  dressed  all  right,  not  hke  poor  Philip. 
AVhy  might  not  I  stop  and  speak  to  him  ?  I 
had  to  give  him  my  left  hand,  for  you  pulled 
me  away.' 

'  There  was  no  need  for  giving  liim  any  hand 
at  all.  He  is  just  a  person  we  knoAv  nothing 
about — what  his  family  is,  if  he  belongs  to 
anybody,'  Miss  Margaret  said. 

'  But  we  know  lain,'  said  Lilias,  with  that 
perfectly  inconclusive  argument  which  sounds 
so  powerful  to  the  foolish  speaker,  but  which  in 
reality  means  nothing. 

]\Iargaret  was  full  of  irritation  and  annoy- 
ance, and  a  sense  of  danger  to  come. 

'  AVhat  does  that  matter "?'  she  cried.  '  Him  ! 
We  know  no  harm  of  him,  if  that  is  what  you 
mean.  But  his  belongings  are  unknown  to  me, 
and  with  a  man  of  his  name,  that  cannot  be 
but  harm.  If  it  was  one  of  your  English  names, 
it  might  just  be  any  ignoramus :  but  there  is  no 
good  Murray  that  has  not  a  di-op's  blood,  as 
people  say,  between  him  and  Murldey.  I  will 
have  no  traflSc  with  that  young  man.' 

'  But   he   came   to   us   at  home !'  said  Lilias, 
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in    great    surprise,    '  and    I    saw    him — often.' 

'  Where  did  you  see  him,  you  silly  thing  ? 
Twice,  tlmce,  at  the  utmost !' 

'  Oh,  Margaret !  I  used  to  see  him  "with  Katie. 
Katie  was  always  about  the  park,  you  know ; 
and  he  was  so  fond  of  the  new  castle,  and 
always  making  sketches ' 

Margaret  looked  at  her  with  severe  eyes. 
And  indeed  Lilias,  who  had  revealed  perhaps 
more  than  was  expedient,  coloured,  and  was 
embarrassed  by  her  observation,  though  she 
indignantly  declared  to  herself  that  there  was 
-  no  cause.' 

'  So  you  saw  him — often  T  the  elder  sister 
said.  '  This  is  news  to  me — and  the  more  reason 
we  should  sec  nothing  of  him  now ;  for  a  young 
man  that  will  thrust  himself  upon  a  girl's  com- 
pany when  she  is  out  of  the  protection  of  her 
friends ' 

'  Margaret !'  cried  Lilias,  with  a  flash  of  in- 
dignation. 'Are  you  going  to  leave  Jean  be- 
hind V  she  added,  hastily,  in  a  voice  of  hoiTor, 
as  Margaret,  instead  of  turning  back  at  the  end 
of  the  walk,  humedly  directed  her  steps  home- 
ward, crossing  with  haste  and  trepidation  the 
much  crowded  road. 

*  Jean  must  just-  take  the  risk  upon  herself. 
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It  is  no  doing  of  mine.  She  will  tell  him  no 
donbt  where  we  are  living,  and  the  likehhood 
is  he  will  see  her  home.  But  mind  you,'  said 
IMargaret,  turning  round  upon  the  girl  with  that 
little  pause  in  her  walk  to  emphasize  her  Avords, 
Avhich  is  habitual  with  all  eloquent  persons,  '  I 
will  not  have  that  young  lad  coming  about  us 
here.  There  must  be  no  seeing — often,  here 
— no,  nor  seldom  either.  I  am  your  guardian, 
and  I  A\dll  not  be  made  hght  of.  He  is  not  a 
person  that  I  consider  good  enough  for  your 
acquaintance,  and  I  will  not  have  it.  So  you 
must  just  choose  between  him  and  me.' 

'Margaret!'  cried  Lihas  again,  in  consterna- 
tion. 

Her  mind  liad  been  agreeably  moved  by  the 
sight  of  LeAvis.     He  was  more  than  a  kent  face, 
he  was  a  friend :  and  indeed  he  was  more  than  a 
friend.    Whatever  might  be  her  feehngs  towards 
liim,  on  which  she  had  not  at  all  decided,  Lihas 
had  a  very  distinct  idea  of  Avhat  his  feehngs  were 
towards  her,  and,  let  theorists  say  what  they 
Avill,  there  is  nothing  more  interesting  to  a  girl 
than  the  consciousness  that  she  is— thought  of, 
dreamed  of,  achnired,  present   to   the   mind  of 
another,  qyqw  if  she  does  not  permit  herself  to 
say  beloved.      The  sight  of  him  had  brought 
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back  all  those  vagiie  pleasures  and  embarrass- 
ments, those    shynesses,    yet    suddenly   confi- 
dential outbursts,  which  had  beguiled  the  after- 
noon hours  at  Murldey.     How  friendly  he  look- 
ed !  hoAv  ready  to  listen  !  how  full  of  talk !  and 
how  his  face  had  lighted  up  at  the  sight  of  her ! 
He  was  very  different  from  Philip  sucking  his 
stick,  not  knowing  what  to  do,  and  from  the 
3"oung  men  of  society,  who  stared,  inspecting  the 
ladies   as   if  that   impertinence   Avas   a   certain 
duty.     LeAvis  had  expanded  with  pleasure.     He 
had  detached  himself  from  his  friends  in  a  mo- 
ment.    The  sun  had  shone  full  upon  his  head 
as  he  stood  uncovered,  eager  to  speak.     He  was 
not  handsome.     He  was  not  even  tall   or  big, 
or  in  any  way  imposing.  As  for  the  hero  of  Avhom 
Lilias  had  dreamt  so  long,  LcAvis  Avas  not  in  the 
smallest  degree  like  that  paladin  ;   there   need 
be  no  alarm  on  that  subject.     But   he  A\^as   a 
friend,  and  to  be   SAvept   away  from    a   friend 
in  this  desert  place  Avhere  there  Avere  so  feAv 
of  them,  Avas  at   once    a    pain  and  an   injury. 
What  did  Margaret  mean  ?     Lilias  felt  herself 
insulted  by  the  suspicion  expressed,  Avhich  she 
Avas  too  proud  to  protest  against.     Her  indig- 
nant exclamation,  '  Margaret !'  Avas  all  that  she 
would  condescend  to.     And  they  Avalked  home- 
VOL.  III.  G 
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ward.  throiTgli  the  streets,  Avhicli  ]\Iargaret,  in 
despite  and  alarm,  had  hastily  chosen  instead 
of  returning  by  the  park,  without  saying  a  word 
to  each  other.  It  was  the  first  time  that  this 
had  happened  ui  Lilias'  life.  Her  heart  grew 
fuller  and  fuller  as  she  Avent  home.  Was  Mar- 
garet, the  ruler,  the  universal  guide,  she  who  up 
to  this  time  had  been  infallible,  was  she  pre- 
judiced, was  she  unkind  '.  When  they  reached 
the  house,  they  separated,  neither  saying  a  word. 
But  this  was  intolerable  to  Lilias,  who  by-and- 
by  ran  down  to  Margaret's  room,  and  flung 
herself  into  lier  sister's  arms. 

'  I  cannot  bear  it !  I  cannot  bear  it !  Scold 
me,  if  you  like,  but  speak  to  me,  Margaret,' 
cried  the  Httle  girl. 

It  was  a  very  small  matter,  yet  it  was  a 
great  matter  to  them.  Margaret  took  the  girl 
in  her  arms  with  a  trembhng  in  lier  own  strong 
and  resolute  figm'e. 

'  You  are  the  apple  of  my  eye,  you  are  the 
light  of  my  eyes,'  she  said,  which  was  all  the 
explanation  that  passed  between  them.  For 
Lilias  was  awed  by  the  solemnity  of  her  sister's 
rarely  expressed  love.  It  thrilled  her  with  a 
wonderful  sense  of  something  too  gi-eat  for  her 
own  httleness,  an  undeserved  adoration  that 
made  her  humble.     It  did  not  occur  to  her  that 
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great  tyrannies  are  sometimes  the  ontspring  of 
such  a  passion.  On  the  contrary,  she  felt  that 
in  the  presence  of  this,  her  httio  hking  for  a 
cheerful  face  was  as  nothing-,  too  trifling  a 
matter  to  be  thought  of;  and  yet  there  was  in 
her  mind  a  little  hankering  after  that  pleasant 
countenance  all  the  same. 

It  was  some  time  later  before  Jean  returned, 
and  there  was  in  her  a  wonderfid  flutter  of 
embaiTassment  and  delight,  and  of  fictitious 
composure,  and  desire  to  look  as  if  notliing 
had  happened,  which  filled  Lilias  with  cmiosity 
and  Margaret  with  an  angry  contempt  for  her 
sister,  as  for  an  old  fool,  who  was  allowing  her 
head  to  be  turned  by  the  attentions  of  that 
young  man.  Tliat  young  man  Avas  the  name 
Lewis  took  in  the  agitated  mhid  of  the  elder 
sister.  He  was  not  even  a  long-leggit  lad,  a 
member  of  a  well  defined  and  honourable  caste, 
Avhich  it  is  permissible  to  women  to  be  foolish 
about.  Did  the  old  haverel  think  that  it  was 
really  her  he  was  Avanting?— Margaret  asked 
herself :  with  a  disdain  which  it  wounded  her  to 
entertain  for  her  sister. 

'  He  would  say  he  had  been  just  wearying  to 
see  you,'  she  said,  when  Jean  entered  late  for 
luncheon,  and  Avith   her   hair  hastily   brushed, 
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which  the  Avincl  had  blo^'^ai  about  a  httle  under 
lier  bonnet.  Jean  was  not  too  okl  to  indulge 
in  hairdressing,  in  fringes  and  curls  on  her  fore- 
head had  she  so  chosen,  and  indeed  the  whid 
would  sometimes  do  as  much  for  her  as  fashion 
did  for  others,  finding  out  unexpected  twists 
and  fantasies  in  lif^r  brown  locks.  She  had 
smoothed  herself  all  down  outwardly,  but  had 
not  quite  succeeded  in  pattmg  down  those 
spuitual  signs  of  a  ruffling  breeze  of  excitement 
Avhich  answer  to  the  incipient  curls  and  secret 
twists  in  the  hair. 

'  He  said  lie  Avas  very  glad  to  see  us  all,  poor 
lad  I  It  was  a  great  disappointment  to  him, 
Margaret,  when  you  just  sailed  away  like  that — 
"Without  a  Avord.' 

'  I  hope,'  said  Miss  Margaret,  '  that  I  am  an- 
swerable to  nobody  for  the  choice  I  make  of  m.j 
friends,  and  this  young  man  is  one  that  gives  no 
satisfaction  to  me.' 

'  Oh,  but,  Margaret '  cried  Miss  Jean,  in 

eager  remonstrance. 

'  I  am  laying  down  no  laws  for  you — you  are 
yom-  own  mistress,  as  I  am  mine ;  but  I  will 
have  none  of  hun,'  Margaret  said,  decisively. 

This  sudden  judgment  had  a  great  eflfect  upon 
the  gentler  sister. 
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'  Oh !  but,  Margaret,'  she  repeated,  again  look- 
ing wistfully  at  the  head  of  the  house.  Then 
her  anxious  eyes  sought  Lilias.  '  I  am  sure,'  she 
said,  '  that  one  more  respectful  or  more  anxious 
to  be  of  any  use ' 

'  And  what  use  do  you  expect  a  lad  hke  that 
to  be  V  cried  Margaret,  Avitli  high  disdain.  '  1 
hope  the  Murrays  of  Murkley  will  be  able  to 
fend  for  themselves  without  help  from  any  un- 
known, person,'  she  added,  Avith  lofty  superiority. 

Jean  looked  at  her  with  a  glance  in  which 
there  was  disappointment,  impatience,  wistful- 
ness,  and  something  else  which  Lilias  could  not 
divine.  There  was  more  in  it  than  mere  regret 
for  this  ignoruig  of  Lewis'  excellencies.  There 
was — could  it  be  possible  ? — a  kind  of  compassion 
for  the  other  side.  But  this  was  so  very  unlikely  a 
sentiment  to  be  entertained  by  Jean  for  Margaret 
that  LHias,  secretly  observing,  secretly  ranging 
herself  on  Jean's  side,  felt  that  she  must  be  mis- 
taken. But  Jean  was  not  herself;  she  was  so 
crushed  by  this  conversation  that  she  became  si- 
lent, and  said  no  more,  though  it  was  evident  that 
there  came  upon  her  again  and  again  an  impulse 
to  talk,  which  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  restrain. 
Something  was  on  her  lips  to  say,  which  she 
had  driven  back  almost  by  force.     A  concealed 
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triumph  Avas  bursting  forth  by  every  outlet. 
When  she  sat  down  to  her  work,  secret  smiles^ 
would  come  upon  her  face.  A  quiver  was  in 
her  hands  Avhich  made  her  apparent  industry 
quite  ineffectual.  She  ^v^ould  start  and  look  at 
Lilias  when  any  sound  Avas  heard  without. 
Once  when  Margaret  left  the  room  for  a  mo- 
ment, Jean  made  a  rush  at  her  little  sister  and 
kissed  her  with  an  agitation  to  which  Lilias  had 
no  clue. 

'  Just  you  wait  a  little  ;  it  vdW  come  perhaps 
this  afternoon,'  cried  ]\Iiss  Jean  in  her  ear. 

'  Do  you  expect  Mr.  Mm-ray,  Jean  ?  Oh !  Mar- 
garet will  not  be  pleased,'  Lilias  cried,  in  alarm. 

Jean  shook  her  head  violently  and  retreated 
to  the  window,  where,  when  Margaret  retm-ned 
to  the  room,  she  was  standing  looking  out. 

'  Dear  me  !  can  you  not  settle  to  something  T 
said  Margaret.  '  I  liave  no  nerves  to  speak  of, 
l>ut  to  see  you  whisldng  about  like  this  is  more 
than  I  can  put  up  with.  The  meeting  this 
morning  has  been  too  much  for  you.' 

'  Oh,  how  little  you  know !'  cried  Jean,  under 
her  breath — and  this  time  there  was  no  mistaking 
the  compassion,  the  reproachful  pity  in  her  eyes; 
but  then  she  added — '  Perhaps  I  am  a  little  agi- 
tated, but  it  is  to  tliink  you  should  be  so  preju- 
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diced — you  that  have  ahvays  had  more  insight 
than  other  folk.' 

'  If  I  have  had  the  name  of  more  insight, 
cannot  you  beHeve  that  I'm  right  this  time  T 
said  Margaret. 

Jean,  standing  at  the  window  looking  out,  did 
nothing  but  shake  her  head.  She  was  entirely 
imconvinced.  When,  however,  Margaret  an- 
nounced some  time  after  that  she  had  ordered 
the  victoria,  and  Avas  g(:>ing  out  to  make  some 
calls  with  Lilias,  this  intimation  had  a  great 
effect  upon  Jean.  She  turned  round  with  a 
startled  look  to  interpose. 

'  Dear  me,  you  are  not  going  out  again,  Mar- 
garet I  and  me  so  sure  you  would  be  at  home. 
You  will  just  tire  yourself,  and  Lilias  too  :  and  if 
you  remember  that  we  are  going  to  the  play  to- 
night. There  are  no  calls  surely  that  are  so 
urgent  as  that.' 

'  Bless  me  !'  said  Margaret,  taken  by  surprise, 
' what  is  all  this  earnestness  for?  You  are  per- 
haps expecting  a  visit  from  your  fiiend  ;  but  in 
that  case  it  is  far  better  that  Lilias  and  me 
should  be  out  of  the  Avay.' 

'  I  am  expecting  no  A'isit  from  him.  I  had  to 
tell  lihn,  poor  lad,  that  it  Avould  Ije  best  not  to 
come  ;  but  I  aa^sIi  you  Avould  stay  in,  IMargaret : 
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I  think  it  is  going  to  rain,  and  yon  have  just  an 
open  carriage,  no  shelter.  And  yon  can  never 
tell  who  may  call.  Yon  said  yourself  that  when 
you  went  out  in  the  afternoon  you  missed  just 
the  people  you  most  wanted  to  see.' 

'  I  am  expecting  nobody  to-day,'  said  Mar- 
garet ;  '  and,  if  anybody  comes,  there  is  you  to 
see  them.' 

'  Me !'  cried  Jean,  ^yit\l  a  nervous  tremor. 
'  And  what  could  I  say  to  them  ?  What  if  it 
should  be  strangers  V 

'  I  hope  you  have  a  good  Scots  tongue  in 
your  head,'  said  ]\Iiss  Margaret,  somewhat  warm- 
ly perhaps.  But  Lilias  lingered  to  console  the 
poor  lady,  whose  look  of  alarm  and  trouble  was 
greater  than  any  mere  possibility  could  have 
produced. 

'  Oh !  my  darling,  try  to  persuade  her  to  stay 
at  home;  but  mind  you  do  not  say  a  word,'  cried 
Jean  in  the  ear  of  Lilias,  holding  her  two  arms. 
'  I  think  there  may  perhaps  be — some  grand 
people  coming.  And  how  could  I  speak  to 
them  r 

'  What  grand  people  V  the  ghl  cried. 

'  Oh,  hold  yom-  tongue — hold  your  tongue, 
Lilias  !  I  would  not  have  her  suspect — but  who 
can  tell  Avhat  land  of  people  may  be  coming  ? 
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Something  always  happens  when  people  are  out  ; 
and  then  tliis  ball ' 

'Margaret,'  eried  Lilias,  'don't  go  out  this 
afternoon.  Jean  thinks  that  people  maybe  call- 
ing— somebody  who  could  get  us  tickets ' 

'  Oh  !  not  me,  not  me,'  cried  Jean,  putting  her 
hand  on  the  girl's  mouth.  '  I  never  said  such  a 
thing.  It  was  just  an  imagination — or  a  presenti- 
ment  ' 

'  Well,'  said  Margaret,  with  her  bonnet  on, 
'  Jean  is  just  as  able  to  receive  the  finest  company 
as  I  am.  She  is  looking  very  nice,  she  has  a 
little  colour.  To  be  silly  now  and  then  is  good 
for  the  complexion  ;  she  is  fluttered  with  the 
sight  of  her  young  friend — is  it  fiiend  you  call 
liim,  Jean  T 

'What  could  I  call  him  else?'  cried  Jean, mth 
dignity.  '  I  will  never  call  a  man  more,  as  you 
well  know ;  and  besides,  I  might  be  his  mother. 
And  why  should  I  call  him  less,  seeing  he  has 
always  been  so  good  to  me,  and  one  that  I  think 
much  of  ?  But  I  am  not  expecting  Mr.  Murray, 
you  need  not  be  feared  for  that.  It  is  just  a 
kind  of  presentiment,'  Miss  Jean  said. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

ISS  JEAN  sat  down  to  her  work  at  the 
wiudow  when  the  others  went  out.  There 
was  a  balcony  full  of  flowers  which  prevented 
her  from  seeing  anything  more  distinct  than  the 
coming  and  going  of  the  carriages,  but  that  was 
enough  to  keep  her  hi  a  flutter  of  awed  and 
excited  expectation.  Lewis  had  said  that  his 
friends  would  call  at  once,  and  the  idea  of  re- 
ceiving a  foreign  ladv,  a  foreign  ambassadress, 
who  perhaps  did  not  speak  English,  made  Miss 
Jean  tremble  from  the  lace  of  her  cap  to  the 
toe  of  her  slipper.  She  tried  to  remember  the 
few  words  of  school-book  French  which  hngered 
in  her  mind ;  but  what  if  the  lady  spoke  only 
Greek?  In  that  case,  their  intercourse  would 
need  to  be  carried  on  by  signs  :  or,  since  she 
was  an  ambassadress,  she  would  perhaps  carry 
an  interpreter  with  her.  Jean  did  not  know 
the  manners  and  habits  of  such  people.  To  be 
left  to  oncomitcr  such  a  formidable  person  alone 
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Avas  toriible  to  lier.  And  ^Y\mt  would  so  cToat 
a  lady  think  if  she  came  in  expecting  Margaret, 
whom  no  doubt  Lewis  Avould  have  described, 
and  found  only  Jean  ?  '  AVe  saw  nobody  l)ut  a 
homely  sort  of  country  person,' — that  was  what 
she  would  say.  But  the  case  Avas  desperate, 
and  though,  Avhen  the  moment  actually  arrived, 
and  an  imposing  carriage  and  pair  dashed  up 
Avith  all  the  commotion  possible  to  the  door, 
and  the  knocker  resounded  through  the  house. 
Miss  Jean's  heart  beat  so  loudly  in  her  ears  that 
it  drowned  the  A^ery  knocker,  yet  still  there  was 
a  sort  of  satisfaction  in  thus  A^enturinc;  for  the 
sake  of  Lilias,  facing  such  an  excitement  for 
her  benefit,  and  obtaining  for  her  what  CA'cn 
Margaret  had  not  been  able  to  obtain. 

Simon,  creaking  along  the  passage  in  liis 
creaking  shoes,  seemed  to  tread  upon  i\Iiss 
Jean's  heart.  Would  he  never  be  ready  1  She 
waited,  expecting  every  moment  the  door  to 
open,  the  SAveep  of  silken  draperies,  or  perhaps 
— Avho  could  tell? — the  entrance  of  a  resplen- 
dent figure  in  costume  other  than  that  of  fasli- 
ion ;  for  Jean  Avas  aAvare  that  Greece  Avas  in 
the  east,  and  had  been  deliA'-ered  in  her  youth 
out  of  its  subjection  to  the  Turks,  and  that  the 
men  Avore   kilts,  and  the  Avomen  probably 
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These  were  long  before  the  days  of  the  dual 
dress,  and  the  idea  filled  her  with  alarm.  She 
put  away  her  work  with  trembling  hands,  and 
stood  listening,  endeavoming  to  calm  herself 
and  make  her  best  curtse}^,  but  in  a  whirl  of 
anxiety  lest  Simon  should  not  say  the  name 
light  or  else  be  unable  to  catch  it.  But  when, 
instead  of  this  extraordinary  ordeal,  she  heard 
the  clang,  the  stir,  the  glittering  sound  of  hoofs 
and  wheels  and  harness,  and  became  aware  that 
the  carriage  had  driven  away,  Jean  came  to 
herself  quite  suddenly,  as  if  she  had  fallen  to 
the  ground.  It  was  a  relief  unspeakable,  but 
perhaps,  also,  it  Avas  a  little  disappointment. 
She  dropped  back  upon  her  chair.  To  go 
through  so  many  agonies  of  anticipation  foi- 
nothing  is  tr^ang  too.  And  Simon  came  up- 
stairs as  if  he  were  counting  his  steps,  as  if  it 
was  of  no  consequence  ! 

'  I  told  them  you  were  in.  Miss  Jean,  but  they 
just  paid  no  attention  to  me  :  and  I  do  not  think 
you  have  lost  much,  for  they  were  too  flyaway, 
and  not  of  your  kind.  I  hope  there's  cards 
enough :  and  this  big  letter,  with  a  seal  as  large 
as  Solomon's,'  said  Simon. 

She  took  them  with  another  jump  of  her 
heart.     The   envelope  was  too  big  for  the  little 
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tray  on  wliicli  lie  had  placed  it ;  it  was  half 
covered  with  a  great  blazon.  The  cards  were 
inscribed  with  a  name  which  it  taxed  all  Jean's 
powers  to  make  out.  She  was  so  moved  that 
she  made  a  confidant  of  Simon,  having  no  one 
else  to  confide  in. 

'  It's  an  invitation,'  she  said,  '  for  one  of  the 
gi'andcst  balls  in  all  London.' 

Simon,  for  his  part,  looked  down  upon  the 
magnificent  enclosure  without  any  excitement, 
with  a  cynical  eye. 

'  It's  big  enough  to  be  from  the  Queen,'  he 
said,  '  and  it  will  keep  yo  up  to  a'  the  hours  of 
the  night,  and  the  poor  horse  just  hoasting  his 
head  ofi".  You'll  excuse  me,  Miss  Jean,  but  I 
cannot  help  saying  rather  you  than  me.' 

'  I  should  have  thought,  Simon,'  said  Miss 
Jean,  reproachfully,  '  that  you  would  have  had 
some  feeling  for  Miss  Lilias.' 

'  Oh !  I  have  plenty  of  feeling  for  Miss  Lilias ; 
but  sitting  wp  till  two  or  three,  or  maybe  four 
in  the  morning  is  good  for  nobody,'  Simon  said. 

Miss  Jean  could  not  keep  still.  As  for  work, 
that  was  impossible.  She  met  JMargaret  at  the 
door,  wdien  the  little  victoria  drove  up,  with  a. 
countenance  as  pale  as  ashes. 

'  God  bless  me !'  cried  Margaret,  in  alarm, 
'  what  has  happened  T 
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Jean  thrust  the  cards  and  the  envelope  into 
her  hands. 

'YouAvill  know,'  she  said,  breatliless,  '  what 
they  mean  better  than  nie.'  Miss  Jean  salved 
her  conscience  by  adding  to  herself,  '  And  so  she 
Avill !  for  she  understands  everything  better  than 
1  do.' 

'  What  is  it,  Margaret  ;'  said  Lilias. 

The  laches  had  been  engaged  all  the  after- 
noon in  a  hopeless  effort  of  which  Lihas  Avas 
entirely  unconscious ;  they  had  gone  to  call  on 
a  number  of  people  in  whom  the  girl,  at  least, 
felt  no  interest,  but  to  whom  ^Margaret  had  con- 
descended -with  a  civility  which  her  httle  sister 
could  not  understand —  The  comitess,  w^ho  was 
too  much  occupied  to  pay  them  any  attention, 
and  Lady  Ida,  w^ho  thought  quite  enough  had 
been  done  for  the  country  neighbours,  and  Avas 
inchned  to  show  that  she  was  bored :  and  the 
^\iie  of  the  coimty  member,  who  was  on  the 
other  side  in  politics,  and  consequently  re- 
ceived the  Miss  Murrays  with  respect  but  cold- 
ness, and  some  dowagers,  avIio  had  almost  for- 
gotten  Margaret,   and   some  new  people   who 

were  barely  acquainted  Avith  her Why  <Md 

she  take  all  that  trouble  ? 

'  You  are  bound,'  ]\Iiss  ^Margaret  said,  '  Avhen 
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yon  arc  in  London  just  to  keep  up  cvciybody. 
You  never  can  tell  Avhen  they  may  be  of  use.' 

'  Is  it  to  make  them  of  use  that  you  are  friends 
with  people  V  Lilias  had  asked,  with  wonder. 
But  they  were  of  no  use.  How  Avas  it  possible '? 
And,  even  if  they  had  been  likely  to  be  so,  Mar- 
ii:aret's  heart  had  failed  her.  She  was  not  used 
to  such  manoeuvres.  She  came  back  in  very 
low  spirits,  feeling  that  it  was  impossible,  feeling- 
impotent,  and  feeling  limniliated  not  so  much 
because  of  her  impotence,  as  from  a,  contempt  of 
her  own  aim.  Between  the  two  licr  heart  had 
sunk  altogether.  To  thiid^:  it  possible  that  she, 
JMargaret  Murray,  should  l^e  going  from  door  to 
door  in  a  strange  place,  seeking  an  invitation 
to  a  ball  I  Was  such  ignominy  possible  ?  She 
Avas  angry  with  herself,  angry  with  the  world 
in  which  trifles  Avere  of  so  much  importance, 
angry  with  that  big,  pitiless  place,  which  had 
no  knowledge  of  the  Murrays  of  Murkley,  and 
cared  for  neither  an  old  race,  nor  a  lovely  young- 
creature  like  Lilias,  nor  anything  but  just 
monstrous  wealth  and  impudence  :  for  that  was 
how  Margaret  put  it,  being  disheartened  and 
disappointed  and  disgusted  with  herself.  And 
coming  in,  in  this  state  of  mind,  to  jueet  Jean, 
pale  as  a  ghost,  Avhat  could  she  think  of  but 
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misfortune  ?  She  expected  to  hear  that  Murk- 
ley  Castle  had  been  burnt  to  the  ground,  or  that 
then  '  man  of  business '  had  run  awav.  Poor 
Mr.  Allenerly,  who  was  as  safe  as  Edinbm-gh 
Castle  standing  on  a  rock !  but  panic  does 
not  wait  to  count  probabilities.  When  the  big 
envelope  was  thrust  into  her  hand  she  looked 
at  it  Avith  alarm,  as  if  it  might  wound  her.  And 
to  think,  after  all  this  mortification,  disgust,  and 
terror,  to  think  of  finding,  what  at  this  moment 
looked  like  everything  she  desired,  in  her  hand ! 
For  the  time,  forgetting  the  frivolous  charac- 
ter of  the  blessing,  Margaret  was  inclined  to 
believe  Avith  a  softening  and  gi-ateful  movement 
of  her  heart  that  it  had  fallen  upon  her  direct 
from  heaven. 

And  during  the  rest  of  the  afternoon  no 
other  subject  was  thought  of.  When  the  ladies 
assembled  over  their  tea  in  dehghtful  relaxation 
and  coolness  after  the  fuss  and  flutter  of  their 
walks  and  drives,  and  those  afternoon  calls, 
which  had  brought  nothing  but  vexation,  the 
little  scene  was  worthy  of  any  comedy.  The 
delight  of  Lilias,  which  was  entirely  natural  and 
easy,  had  no  such  impassioned  character  about  it 
as  the  restrained  and  controlled  exultation  Avhich 
showed  in  Margaret's  quietest  words  and  move- 
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merits.  Jean,  who  was  still  pale  and  trembling- 
Avitli  tlie  dread  of  detection  and  the  strain  of  ex- 
citement, by-and-bj  began  to  regard,  Avith  a  A^-on- 
der  for  which  there  was  no  words,  her  sister's  per- 
fect unconsciousness  and  absence  of  suspicion. 
To  associate  tliis  envied  distinction  ^Wth  Jemi  or 
anything'  she  could  hare  done,  or  A\-ith  the  slight 
person  whom  she  had  declined  to  liave  anything 
to  say  to  in  the  morning,  whose  overtures  she 
had  negatived  so  sternly,  never  entered  IMar- 
garet's  thoughts.  In  the  happiness  and  calm 
that  came  over  her  after  the  first  ecstasy,  she  in- 
dulged, indeed,  in  a  number  of  speculations. 
But,  after  all,  Avhat  so  natural  as  that  the  lady 
with  the  T^'onclerful  name,  which  none  of  them 
ventured  to  pronounce,  had  heard  that  the  Miss 
Murrays  of  Murkley  were  in  to^^^l,  and  perhaps 
had  them  pointed  out  to  her  somewhere,  and  felt 
that  without  Lilias  the  ball  would  be  incomplete. 

'  It  might  be  the  countess,  but  I  can  hardly 
think  it,  or  slie  would  have  let  fall  somethhig  to 
that  effect,'  Margaret  said ;  '  and  as  for  ]\Irs. 
Maxwell,  they  are  just  in  a  sort  of  Houso-of- 
Commons  circle,  and  know  little  about  fashion. 
But  I  am  not  surprised  for  my  part :  for,  after  all, 
family  is  a  thing  that  does  tell  in  society,  and  I 
have  always  felt  that  what  was  wanted  was  just 
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to  have  it  known  we  were  here.  Yes,  it  is  a 
great  pleasure,  I  do  not  deny  it — though  if  any- 
body had  told  me  I  Avould  have  been  so  pleased 
to  get  an  iuAatation  to  a  ball  at  my  age ' 

'  It  is  not  for  yourself,  Margaret.' 

'  — But  I  am  not  surprised.  The  wonder  has 
been  the  little  attention  we  have  received :  but 
I  make  little  doubt  we'll  have  even  too  nmch 
to  fill  up  our  time  now  it  is  knoAvn  we  are  here. 
And,  Lilias,  you  must  remember  I  will  not  allow 
too  much  of  it,  to  turn  your  head.' 

Lilias  did  not  make  any  reply.  She  was 
studying  the  face  of  Jean,  who  Avas  very  in- 
tent upon  Margaret,  following  her  looks  with 
wondering  admiration,  and  half  struggling 
against  her  better  knowledge  to  believe  that 
her  sister  must  be  m  the  right  after  all. 

'You  see,'  said  Margaret,  discoursing  pleas- 
antly and  at  her  ease,  as  she  leant  back  in  her 
chair,  '  we  are  all  apt  to  judge  the  world  severe- 
ly Avhen  we  are  not  just  getting  what  we  want. 
I  confess  that  I  Avas  in  a  very  ill  key  the  other 
night.  To  be  in  the  middle  of  a  large  company 
all  enjoying  themselves,  and  acquainted  Avith 
each  other,  and  to  knoAv  nobody,  is  a  trial  for 
the  temper.  And  as  I  am  a  masterful  person 
by  natm-e,  and  perhaps  used  to  my  OAvn  way,  I 
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did  not  put  np  with  it  as  I  oiiglit.  And  if  I  had 
left  town  in  a  pet — as  I  liad  a  great  mind  to  do 
— the  impression  wonld  jnst  never  have  been 
removed.  But  you  sec  what  a  httle  patience 
does.  Indeed  I  have  remarked  before  this  that, 
when  you  see  everything  at  its  bhickcst,  Provi- 
dence is  just  preparing  a  surprise  for  you,  and 
things  are  hke  to  mend.' 

'  If  one  can  say  Pro%ddence,  j\Iargaret,'  said 
.Jean,  a  httle  shocked,  '  about  such  a  thing  as  a 
ball !' 

'  Do  you  think  there  is  anything,  great  or 
small,  that  is  beneath  that?'  Margaret  cried  ;  but 
she  felt  herself  abashed  at  having  gone  so  far. 
'  I  am  not  meaning  the  ball,'  she  said.  '  What 
I  am  meaning  is  just  the  recognition  that  we 
had  a  kind  of  a  right  to  look  for,  and  the 
friendship)  and  understanding  which  is  the  due 
of  a  family  long  established,  and  that  has  been 
of  use  to  its  country,  like  ours.  I  hope  you  do 
not  think  that  beneath  the  concern  of  Provi- 
dence— for  the  best  of  life  is  in  it,'  she  added, 
taking  high  ground.  '  Little  things  may  bo 
signs  of  it :  but  you  will  not  say  it  is  a  little 
thing  to  be  well  thought  upon  and  duly  hon- 
oured among  your  peers.' 

To  this  Jean  listened  Avitli  her  lips  dropping 
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a  little  apart,  and  her  eves  more  wide  open 
than  then-  wont,  altogether  abashed  by  the  im- 
portance of  the  doctrine  involved,  not  knowing- 
how  to  fit  it  into  her  own  ideal  of  existence, 
and  half  tempted  to  confess  that  it  was  by  her 
simple  instrumentality,  and  not  in  so  dignified  a 
wav,  that  the  event  had  come  about. 

'  But,  Margaret "  she  said. 

'  ]My  dear,  T  wish  you  Avould  not  be  always  so 
ready  Avith  your  buts.  You  are  just  becoming- 
a  sort  of  Thomas,  aye  doubting,'  Margaret  said. 
'But,  Jean— if  you  are  going  to  the  play,  as 
vou  are  so  fond  of,  we  will  have  to  be  earlier 
than  usual — and,  in  that  case,  it  is  time  to  di-ess  : 
thoua'h  T  am  so  tu'cd.  and  have  so  much. to  think 
(^f,  that  I  would  rather  stay  at  home.' 

'  There  will  he  your  ticket  lost,'  said  Jean, 
thoiigh  in  her  heart  she  was  almost  glad  to  have 
a  little  time  out  of  Margaret's  presence  to  realise 
all  that  had  passed  on  this  agitating  day. 

'You  can  send  it  to  Phihp  Stormont,'  said 
Margaret,  moved  to  unusual  good  humour,  '  and 
take  him  A^dth  you.  To  look  for  yom-  carnage, 
and  all  that,  he  will  be  more  use  than  old 
Simon.  No,  it  is  true  I  have  no  great  opinion 
of  him.  He  is  just  a  long-leggit  lad.  He  has 
httle  brains,  and  less  mamiers,  and  his  family 
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is  just  small  gentry;  but  still  lie's  maybe  a 
little  forforn,  and  in  a  strange  place  he  will 
look  upon  us  as  more  or  less  belonging  to 
him.' 

'  Oh,  Margaret !'  cried  Jean,  almost  with  tears 
in  her  eyes,  '  that  is  a  thing  I  would  never  have 
thought  of.  There  is  nobody  like  you  for  a 
kind  heart.' 

Margaret  said  '  Toot  I'  but  did  not  resent  the 
imputation.  '  When  you  find  that  you  are  thought 
upon  yourself,  it  makes  you  more  inclined  to  think 
upon  other  people.  And  I'll  not  deny  that  I 
am  pleased.  To  think  you  and  me,  Jean,  should 
be  niakmg  all  this  work  about  a  ball!  I  am 
just  ashamed  of  myself,'  she  said,  with  a  httle 
laugh  of  pleasure. 

But  Jean  did  not  make  any  response.  She 
sent  off  old  Simon  to  the  address  which  Philip 
even  in  the  fcAv  moments  they  had  seen  him 
had  found  time  to  give,  and  went  upstairs  to 
prepare  in  the  silence  of  bewiderment,  not  able 
to  explain  to  herself  the  curious  self-deception 
and  mistake  of  the  sister  to  whom  she  had 
always  looked  up.  She  had  been  afraid  of 
being  seen  through  at  once  :  her  tremor,  her 
excitement,  her  breathless  consciousness,  all, 
Jean  had  feared  would  betray  her  yet :  Mav- 
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garet  had  never  observed  them  at  all !  She 
was  glad,  but  she  was  also  bewildered  on  her 
sister's  account,  and  half  humiliated  on  her  own. 
For  to  have  been  suspected  would  have  been 
something.  Not  to  have  even  been  suspected 
at  all,  mth  so  many  signs  of  guilt  about  her^ 
was  so  wonderful  that  it  took  aAvay  her  breath. 
And,  tenderly  respectful  as  her  mind  was,  she 
felt  a  little  ashamed,  a  little  to  blame  that 
Margaret  had  been  so  easily  deceived.  Her 
satisfaction  in  her  delusion  abashed  Jean.  She 
saw  a  grotesque  element  in  it,  when  she  knew 
how  completely  mistaken  it  was.  Lihas,  who 
had  been  questioning  her  A\ath  her  eyes  without 
attracting  inucli  attention  from  Jean,  whose 
mind  was  busy  elsewhere,  followed  her  upstairs. 
If  ]\Iargaret  did  not  suspect  the  secret  with 
which  she  was  running  over,  Lilias  did.  She 
put  her  arm  round  the  conspirator  from  behind, 
making  her  start. 

'  It  is  you,  Jean,'  she  whispered  in  her  ear. 

'  Oh!  me,  Lilias  !     How  could  it  be  me?     Do 
I  know  these  kind  of  foreign  folk  V 

'  Then  you  know  who  it  is,  and  you  are  in  the 
secret,'  Lilias  said. 

Jean  threw  an  alarmed  glance  towards  Mar- 
garet's closed  door. 
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'  You  are  t(^  keep  two  dances  for  him,'  .she 
Avhispered,  hiimedly ;  '  but  if  I  ]iad  thought 
what  a  deception  it  woukl  be,  Lihas !  It  just 
makes  me  meeserable  !' 

'  I  hope  you  will  never  have  anything  worse 
to  be  miserable  about,'  said  the  girl,  Avith  airy 
carelessness. 

'  Oh !  Avhisht,  whisht !'  cried  Miss  Jean,  '  it 
would  go  to  her  very  heart,'  and  she  led  the  in- 
discreet commentator  on  tiptoe  past  Margaret's 
door,  Lilias  sheltered  herself  Avithin  her  oAvn 
Avith  a  beating  heart.  To  keep  two  dances  for 
him !  Then  it  Avas  he  Avho  had  done  it.  It 
did  not  occur  to  Lilias  that  to  call  any  man  lie 
AA^as  dangerous  and  significant.  She  had  not 
a  doubt  as  to  Avho  Avas  meant.  Though  she 
had  not  been  alloAved  to  speak  to  him,  scarcely 
to  look  at  him,  yet  he  had  instantly  exerted 
himself  to  do  her  pleasure.  Lilias  sat  doAvn  to 
tliink  it  over,  and  forgot  all  about  the  early 
dinner  and  the  play.  Her  heart  beat  high  as 
she  thought  of  the  contrast.  She  had  no  knoAV- 
ledge  of  the  Avorld,  or  the  way  in  Avhich  girls 
and  boys  comport  themselves  to  each  other  uoav- 
a-days,  Avhicli  is  so  different  from  the  Avay  of 
romance.  To  tliink  that  he  should  haA^e  set  to 
work  to  procure  a  gratification  for  her,  though 
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8he  Lad  been  made  to  slight  him,  pleased  lier 
fancy.  Why  did  he  do  it  ?  It  conld  not  be 
for  friendship,  becanse  she  was  not  allowed  to 
show  him  any.  "Was  it—  perhaps — for  the  sake 
of  Jean  ?  In  the  nnconscions  insolence  of  her 
youth,  Lilias  laughed  softly  at  this  hypothesis. 
Dear  Jean  I  there  was  nobody  so  land  and 
sweet ;  but  not  for  such  as  Jean,  she  thought, 
were  such  efforts  made.  It  would  have  dis- 
appointed her  perhaps  a  little  had  she  known 
that  Le"wis  was  entirely  capable  of  ha^^ing  done 
it  for  Jean's  sake,  even  if  he  had  not  had  the 
stronger  inducement  of  doing  it  for  herself.  But 
this  did  not  occur  to  her  as  she  sat  and  mused 
over  it  with  a  dreamy  smile  wavermg  upon  her 
face.  She  did  not  ask  herself  anything  about 
her  own  sentiments,  or,  indeed,  about  liis  senti- 
ments. She  only  thought  of  him  as  she  had 
done  more  or  less  since  the  morning  in  a  sort  of 
happy  dream,  made  up  of  pleasure  in  seeing 
him  again,  and  of  a  vague  sense  that  herself  and 
the  future  were  somehow  affected  by  it,  and  that 
London  was  brighter  and  far  more  interesting 
because  he  was  in  it.  To  think  of  walking  any 
morning  round  the  street  corner,  and  seeing  him 
advancing  towards  her  -with  that  friendly  look ! 
It  had  always  been  such  a  friendly  look,  she 
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said  to  herself,  with  a  httlo  flutter  at  her  heart. 
The  bell  linging  for  dinner  startled  her  sud- 
denly out  of  these  thoughts,  and  she  Jiad  to 
dress  in  haste  and  hurry  downstairs,  where  they 
were  all  awaiting  her,  Philip  looking  red  and 
sunburnt  in  his  evening  clothes.  He  was  never 
a  person  who  had  very  much  to  say,  and  he 
was  always  overawed  by  Margaret,  though  slie 
was  kind  to  him  beyond  all  precedent.  He 
told  them  about  his  voyage  and  the  Mediter- 
ranean, and  the  places  he  had  seen — with  diffi- 
dence, drawn  out  by  the  elder  ladies,  who  wish- 
ed to  set  him  at  his  ease.  But  Lilias  was  pre- 
occupied, and  said  little  to  him.  She  felt  that 
she  was  on  no  terms  of  ceremon}^  with  Philip. 
She  knew  a  great  deal  more  about  him  than 
the  others  did.  She  had  borne  inconveniences 
and  vexations  for  him  such  as  nobody  knew  of 
— even  now  to  think  of  his  mother's  affectionate 
adoption  and  triumph  in  the  supposed  triumph 
of  her  son  brought  an  angry  red  on  Lilias" 
cheek.  All  this  made  her  entirely  at  her  ease 
with  Philip.  There  could  be  no  mistake  between 
them.  She  behaved  to  him  as  she  might  have  be- 
haved to  a  younger  brother,  one  wlio  had  cost 
her  a  great  deal  of  trouble — that  is  to  say,  that 
he  might  have  been  a  gooseberry-bush  or  a  cab- 
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bage-rose  for  anything  Lilias  cared.  She  took 
his  attendance  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  gave 
liini  the  orders  about  the  carriage  with  perfect 
calm.  Phihp  on  his  part  was  by  no  means  so 
composed.  There  was  a  certain  suppressed  ex- 
citement about  him.  He  had  been  chilled  to 
find  that  Lilias  was  not  down  when  he  came  in 
and  feared  for  the  moment  that  he  was  to  go  to 
the  theatre  wdth  the  elder  ladies  :  but  the  appear- 
ance of  the  younger  set  this  light.  Lihas 
immediately  decided  in  her  own  mind  that  some 
new  crisis  had  occurred  in  the  love  struggle  of 
which  she  was  the  confidant,  and  that  it  was 
his  anxiety  to  speak  to  her  on  the  subject  which 
agitated  Philip.  She  took  the  trouble  to  con- 
trive that  she  should  sit  next  to  him,  letting 
Jean  pass  in  before  her,  and  as  soon  as  there 
Avas  an  opportunity,  when  Jean's  attention  Avas 
engaged,  she  took  the  initiative,  and  Avhis- 
pered,  'You  haA'e  something  to  tell  me'?'  iu 
Philip's  ear. 

He  started  as  if  he  had  been  shot ;  and  looked 
at  her  eagerly,  guiltily. 

'  Yes — there's  a  good  deal  to  tell  you  :  if  you 
Avill  listen,'  he  said,  Avith  sometlung  between  an 
entreaty  and  a  defiance,  as  if  he  scarcely  be- 
licA^ed  that  her  bencA^olence  AA'ould  go  so  far. 
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'  Of  course  I  "will  listen,'  said  Lilias  ;  and  she 
added,  '  I  have  not  heard  from  her  for  a  long- 
time,  Philip.  Wasn't  she  very  wretched  about 
it  when  you  came  awayT 

A  guilty  colour  came  over  Pliilip's  face.  Ho 
had  looked  a  sort  of  orange  brown  before,  but 
he  now  became  a  dusky  crimson. 

'  I  don't  know  whom  you  mean,'  he  said,  '  by 
she^  and  stared  at  Lilias  with  something  like  a 
challenge. 

Lilias,  for  her  part,  opened  her  eyes  twice  as 
large  as  usual,  and  gazed  upon  him. 

'  You — don't — know !  I  think  you  must  be 
gouig  out  of  your  senses,'  she  said,  briskly,  with 
elder-sisterly  intolerance.  '  Who  should  it  be 
but  one  person  ?  Do  you  think  I  am  some  one 
else  than  Lilias  that  you  speak  like  that  to  mo?' 

'  Indeed,'  said  Philip,  growing  more  and  more 
crimson,  '  it  is  just  because  you  are  Lilias  that  I 
am  here.' 

This  speech  was  so  extraordinary  that  it  took 
Lilias  an  entire  act  to  get  over  its  startling 
effect,  which  was  like  a  dash  of  cold  water  in 
her  face.  By  the  time  the  act  was  over,  she  had 
made  out  an  explanation  of  it :  which  was  that 
the  something  he  had  to  tell  her  was  something 
that  only  a  listener  so  entirely  sympathetic  and 
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■well-informed  as  herself  could  uuderstand.  Ac- 
cordingly, as  soon  as  the  curtain  had  fallen,  she 
turned  to  him  again. 

'Philip,  I  am  afraid  it  must  be  something  very 
serious  that  has  happened,  and  you  want  me  to 
interfere.  Perhaps  you  have  quarrelled  with 
her — but  you  used  to  do  that  almost  every  day.' 

'  There  is  nothing  about  her  at  all — whoever 
you  mean  by  her,'  Philip  replied,  with  angiy  em- 
barrassment, and  a  Kttle  shrinking  from  her  eyes. 

'  Nothing  about  Katie  !  Then  you  have  quar- 
relled .''  Lilias  cried.  '  I  had  a  kind  of  instinct 
that  told  me  ;  and  that  is  w^hy  you  are  looking 
so  glum,  poor  boy.' 

If  Philip  was  crimson  before,  he  became  purple 
now. 

'  I  wish,'  he  said,  •  that  you  would  not  try  like 
tliis  to  fix  me  down  to  a  childish  piece  of  non- 
sense that  nobody  approved.  Do  you  think  a 
man  doesn't  outgrow  such  things  ? — do  you 
think  he  can  shut  his  eyes  and  not  see  that 
others ' 

Pliilip  had  never  said  so  many  words  straight 
on  end  in  all  his  life,  nor,  if  he  had  not  been 
tantalised  beyond  bearing,  would  he  have  said 
them  noAv.  Lilias  fixed  her  eyes  upon  him  grave- 
ly, Avithout  a  sign  of  any  consciousness  that  she 
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was  herself  concerned.  She  was  veiy  sei-ions, 
contemplating  him  with  a  sort  of  scientific  ob- 
servation ;  bnt  it  was  science  touched  ^Wth  grief 
and  disapproval,  things  Avith  which  scientific 
investigation  has  nothing  to  do. 

'  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  are  incon- 
stant?' she  said,  Avith  solemnity.  'I  have  ncA'er 
met  A\'itli  that  before.  Then,  Philip,'  she  added, 
after  a  pause,  '  if  that  is  so,  everything  is  over 
betwixt  you  and  me.' 

'  AVhat  do  vou  mean  ]n'  saA'ing  evervthing  is 
over  r  he  cried — '  everything  is  going  to  liegin.' 

She  drew  a  little  away  from  him  with  an 
instinctive  movement  of  delicacy,  AvithdraAving 
her  cloak,  Avliich  had  touched  him.  IShe  disap- 
proA^ed  of-  him,  as  one  of  a  superior  race  disap- 
proA'es  of  a  loAver  being.  She  shook  her  head 
qiiietly,  Avithout  saying  any  more.  If  he  Avere 
inconstant,  what  was  there  that  could  be  said  for 
him  or  to  him  ?  He  was  outside  the  pale  of  Lilias' 
charity.  She  turned  round  and  began  to  talk 
to  Jean  at  the  other  side.  There  had  been  ;i 
distinct  bond  betAveen  him  and  her ;  she  had 
been  Katie's  friend,  their  confidant,  and  she  had 
been  of  use  to  them.  There  must  always  be, 
A\diile  this  lasted,  a  link  betAveen  Philip  and  her- 
self; but  all  Avas  OA^er  Avhen  that  Avas  broken. 
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Lilias  was  absolute  in  lier  horror  and  disdain 
of  every  infidelity ;  slie  w' as  too  young  to  take 
circumstances  into  consideration.  Inconstant  I — 
it  almost  made  ker  sliudder  to  sit  beside  him,  as 
if  it  had  been  a  disease — worse  than  that,  for 
it  was  his  own  fault.  She  had  read  of  such 
things  in  books,  and  burned  Avith  indignation 
in  poetry  over  the  faithless  lover.  But  here  it 
was  under  her  own  eves.  She  looked  at  it 
severely,  and  then  she  tm*ned  away.  She  heard 
Philip's  voice  going  on  in  explanation,  and  she 
made  him  a  little  bow  to  show  that  she  heard 
him.  She  would  not  be  uncivil,  even  to  a  person 
of  whom  she  so  thoroughly  disapproved. 


Ill 


B 


CHAPTER  VI. 

UT  there  is  no  lasting  satisfaction  in  tliis 
world.  jMargaret  had  no  sooner  received 
the  invitation  she  longed  for,  the  opportunity 
of  introducing  Lilias  to  a  brighter  and  gayer 
circle  than  any  that  had  been  within  their  reach, 
than  a  sudden  chill  struck  to  her  heart.  A  mo- 
ther has  many  special  anguishes  and  anxieties 
all  of  her  ovm  which  nobody  shares  or  even 
suspects,  and  IMargaret  had  assumed  the  position 
of  a  mother,  and  was  bearing  her  binxleu  Avitli 
susceptibility  all  the  more  intense  that  she  had 
no  right  to  it.  Other  women  in  society  find  a 
satisfaction  in  the  civilities  and  attentions  that 
are  shown  to  themselves  individually,  Ijut  the 
mother-woman  is  so  intent  upon  what  is  going 
on  in  respect  to  her  belongings  that  she  cannot 
take  into  account  as  she  ought  these  personal 
solacements.  It  does  not  matter  to  her  if  she 
is  taken  in  first  to  supper,  and  has  all  the  ladies 
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in  the  neiglibom-lioocl  put,  so  to  speak,  under 
lier  feet,  if,  in  the  midst  of  this  glory,  she  is 
aware  that  her  girls  are  not  dancing,  or  that  her 
son  is  considered  by  some  important  maiden  an 
awkward  lout. 

The  poor  ladj-  with  half  a  dozen  ungainly 
daughters,  who  appears  every^vhere,  and  who  is 
held  up  to  so  much  ridicule,  how  her  heart  cries 
out  against  the  neglect  ^diich  they  have  to  suf- 
fer !  Her  struggles  to  get  them  partners,  her 
wistful  looks  at  everybody  who  can  befriend 
them,  which  are  all  lichculous  and  humiliating 
enough,  ha^-e  a  pathos  in  them  which  is  heart- 
rending in  its  way.  The  cause  of  the  sudden 
coldness  which  crept  over  Margaret,  into  her 
very  heart  Hke  the  east  wind,  and  paralysed  her 
for  the  moment,  was  not  perhaps  a  very  solemn 
one.  It  was  no  more  than  tragi-comic  at  the 
best ;  it  Avas  the  terrible  question,  suddenly  seiz- 
ing upon  her  like  a  thief  in  the  night,  how,  noAV 
that  she  had  secured  her  ball,  she  was  to  secure 
partners  for  Lilias  ?  Those  who  laugh  at  such  an 
alarm  have  never  had  to  encounter  it.  What  if, 
after  this  unexpected  good  fortune,  almost  ele- 
vated in  its  unexpectedness  and  greatness  into 
a  gift  from  heaven,  what  if  it  should  only  be  a 
repetition  of  the  other  night  ?     Visions  of  sitting 
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against  the  wall  all  the  niglit  throngli,  looking 
out  wistfully  upon  an  uugenial  crowd,  all  occu- 
pied Avitli  themselves,  indifferent  to  strangers, 
rose  suddenly  before  her  troubled  eyes.  To  see 
the  young  men  come  in  drawing  on  their  gloves, 
staring  round  them  at  the  girls  all  sitting  ex- 
pectant, of  whom  Lilias  should  be  one,  and  pass- 
ing her  by,  was  something  Avliich  Margaret  felt 
no  amount  of  philosophy,  no  strength  of  mind 
could  make  her  able  to  bear.  She  grew  cold 
and  then  hot  at  the  prospect.  It  was  thus  they 
had  passed  an  hour  or  two  in  the  countess's 
drawing-room,  ignored  by  the  fine  company ; 
but  in  a  ball  it  would  be  more  than  she  should 
be  able  to  bear.  She  had  scarcely  time  to  feel 
the  legitimate  satisfaction  in  her  good  fortune, 
when  the  terror  of  this  contingency  swooped 
down  upon  her.  She  had  stayed  at  home  wdth 
the  intention  of  having  a  few  peaceful  hom-s, 
and  thinking  over  Lilias'  dress,  and  anticipating 
her  trimnph,  when  suddenly  in  a  moment  came 
that  black  horseman  who  is  always  at  our  heels, 
and  who  had  been  unhorsed  for  a  moment  by 
the  shock  of  good  fortune — got  up  again  and 
careered  wildly  about  and  around  her,  putting 
a  hoof  upon  her  very  heart. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Margaret  was 

VOL.  III.  I 
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imconscioiis  of  the  fact,  wliicli  the  simplest 
moraHst  could  perceive,  that  to  regard  a  frivo- 
lous occurrence  like  a  ball  with  feeliugs  so  seri- 
ous Avas  excessive  and  inappropriate.  Nobody 
could  be  more  fully  aware  of  this.  She,  Mar- 
garet, a  woman  not  without  pretensions,  if  not  to 
talent,  at  least  to  the  still  more  wonderful  gift 
of  capacity,  that  she  should  give  herself  all  this 
fyke  and  trouble,  and  just  wear  her  very  heart 
out  about  a  thing  so  unimportant !  But  who 
can  regulate  his  feelings  by  such  thought? 
Who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand  by  thinking  on 
the  frosty  Caucasus  ?  But  all  her  self-reminders 
to  this  effect  did  notliing  for  her.  Her  scorn 
of  any  other  woman  who  concentrated  her 
being  on  such  frivolity  would  have  been  as 
scathing  as  ever,  but  the  fact  remained  that  of 
all  the  many  objects  of  desire  in  this  world  not 
one  seemed  to  her  at  the  moment  half-  so  im- 
portant. Poor  Margaret !  her  very  goodness 
and  piety  added  torments  to  her  pain  ;  for  she 
had  been  so  used  to  pray  for  everything  she 
desired  warmly  that  in  the  fervour  of  her  heart 
she  had  almost  formulated  a  new  petition,  before 
she  bethought  herself,  and  stopped  abashed. 
'  Lord  send  partners  for  Lilias !'  Could  any 
travesty  of  piety  be  more  profane  ?     Margaret 
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checked  herself  witli  imminglcd  horror,  yet  re- 
turned to  the  subject  unawares,  and  ahnost  had 
uttered  that  innocent  blasphemy  a  second  time, 
so  great  was  her  confusion — a  fact  Avhich  was 
not  ^\'itllout  some  pathos,  though  she  herself, 
grieved  and  horrified,  was  uuaAvaro  of  this. 
The  overwhelming  character  of  this  new 
care  disturbed  all  her  plans,  and,  instead  of 
sitting  tranquil  enjoying  her  solitude  and  think- 
ing over  her  preparations,  Margaret  hastened  to 
bed  on  pretence  of  weariness,  but  in  reality  to 
escape,  if  possible,  from  herself.  Pausing  first 
to  look  at  the  cards  wliich  had  been  left  in  the 
afternoon,  and  which  the  delight  of  the  invita- 
tion had  made  her  neglect,  she  found  the  card 
of  Lewis,  and  stood  pondering  over  it  for  full 
five  minutes.  Simon,  Avho  had  been  summoned 
to  put  out  the  lamps,  gave  a  glauce  over  his 
mistress's  shoulder,  with  the  confidence  of  a 
rural  retainer,  to  see  what  it  was  that  occupied 
her.  Margaret  put  the  card  down  instantly. 
She  said, 

'  Simon,  I  sec  Mr.  J\Iurray,  who  was  at  ]\Iurk- 
ley,  has  been  hero  this  afternoon.' 

'  Yes,  Miss  Margaret,'  said  Simon ;  '  he  has 
been  here.  He  asked  for  you  all,  and  he  said 
he  was  glad  to  see  me,  and  that  I  must  be  a 

i2 
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comfort  (which  I  have  Kttle  reason  to  suppose)  ; 
but  maist  probably  that  was  just  all  blethers  to 
get  round  nie.' 

'  And  why  should  Mr.  ]\Iurray  wish  to  get 
round  you  T  said  Margaret ;  but  she  did  not 
wait  for  any  reply.  '  If  he  calls  again,  and  Miss 
Jean  happens  to  bo  in,  you  Avill  be  sure  to  bring 
him  upstairs ;  but  if  she  is  not  in  the  house,  and 
me  alone,  it  Avill  perhaps  not  be  advisable  to  do 
that.  You  must  exercise  yom-  discretion,  Sunon.' 

'  No  me,  mem,'  said  Simon.  '  I'll  exercise  no 
discretion.  I  hope  I  know  my  place  better  than 
that.  A  servant  is  here  to  do  what  he  is  bid — 
and  no  to  think  about  liis  master's  concerns ; 
but  if  you'll  take  my  ad^ace ' 

'  I  w^ll  take  none  of  your  advice,'  cried  Mar- 
garet, almost  angrily. 

What  contemptible  weakness  Avas  it  that 
made  her  give  dhections  for  the  problematical 
admission  of  the  stranger  whom  she  had  made 
up  her  mind  to  shut  out  and  reject  ?  Alas  for 
human  infirmity !  It  was  because  it  had  sud- 
denly gleamed  upon  her  as  a  possibility  that 
Lewis  might  be  going  to  the  ball  too ! 

When  the  momentous  evening  amved,  Lilias 
herself,  though,  with  unheard  of  extravagance, 
another  new  and  astonishing   dress  had  been 
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added  to  her  wardrobe,  did  uot  quiver  with 
excitement  hke  Margaret.  The  girl  was  just 
pleasantly  excited ;  pleased  with  herself,  her 
appearance,  her  prospect  of  pleasure,  and  if 
with  a  little  thrill  of  keener  expectation  in 
the  recollection  of  the  'two  dances'  mysteri- 
ously reserved  for  '  him,'  of  whom  Jean, 
even  in  moments  of  confidence,  would  speak 
no  more  clearly — yet  still  entirely  in  possession 
of  herself,  with  none  of  the  haze  of  suspense 
in  her  eyes  or  heart,  of  anxiety  in  her  mind, 
which  made  her  elder  sister  unlike  herself.  ]\Iar- 
garet  "was  so  sorely  put  to  it  to  preserve  her 
self-control  that  she  was  graver  than  usual, 
without  a  smile  about  her,  when,  painfully  con- 
scious that  she  did  not  even  know  her  hostess, 
she  led  her  little  train  into  the  dazzling  rooms, 
decorated  to  the  last  extremity  of  artistic  dc- 
coxation,  of  the  Greek  Embassy.  A  dark  lady, 
blazing  with  diamonds,  made  a  step  forward 
to  meet  her :  and  then  our  three  strangers,  some- 
what bewildered,  passed  on  into  the  fairyland, 
which  was  half  Oriental,  half  European,  as  became 
the  nationality  of  the  hosts.  Even  the  anxiety 
of  Margaret  was  lulled  at  first  by  the  wonder 
of  everything  about  her.  They  had  come  early, 
as  inexperienced  people  do,  and  the  assembled 
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company  was  still  a  little  fragmentaiy.  The  coun- 
try ladies  discovered  with  great  reHef  that  it  was 
the  right  thing  to  admire  and  to  express  their 
admiration,  which  gave  them  mnch  emancipa- 
tion; for  they  had  feared  it  might  be  vulgar, 
or  old-fashioned,  or  betray  their  inacquaintance 
with  such  glories,  if  they  ventured  openly  to 
comment  upon  them.  But,  after  all,  to  find 
themselves,  a  group  c/f  country  ladies  knowing 
nobody,  dropped  as  from  the  skies  on  the  skirts 
of  a  magnificent  Loudon  mob  belonging  to 
the  best  society,  was  an  appalling  experience, 
when  the  best  was  said ;  and  they  had  all  be- 
gun to  feel  as  thoy  did  at  tlie  countess's  party, 
before  aid  and  the  guardian  angef  in  whom 
Miss  Jean  trusted,  but  whom  even  Lihas  knew 
little  about,  who  he  was — appeared.  They  had 
not  ventm-ed  to  go  far  from  the  door,  having 
that  determination  never  to  intrude  into  hic:h 
places  probably  intended  for  greater  persons, 
which  turns  the  himiility  of  the  parable  into 
the  most  strenuous  exhibition  of  pride  that  the 
imagination  can  conceive.  Nobody  should 
ever  say  to  Margaret,  'Give  this  man  place.' 
She  stood,  with  Lihas  on  one  side  of  her,  and 
Jean  on  the  other,  half  a  step  in  advance  of 
them,  and  felt  herself  stiffening  into  stone  as 
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she  gazed  at  tlie  stream  of  new  arrivals,  and 
watched  all  the  greetings  around  her.  Every 
new  group  was  more  splendid,  she  thought, 
than  the  other.  If  now  and  then  a  dowdy 
person,  or  an  old  lady  wrapped  in  dirty  lace, 
appeared  among  the  grand  toilettes,  the  eyes 
of  the  three  instinctively  sought  her  as  per- 
haps a  sister  in  distress  :  but  experience  soon 
showed  that  the  dowdy  ladies  were  often  the 
most  elevated,  and  that  no  fellowship  of  this 
description  was  to  bo  looked  for.  Dancing- 
began  in  the  large  rooms  while  this  went  on, 
and,  with  a  sensation  of  despair,  Margaret  felt 
that  all  her  terrors  were  coming  true. 

'  My  darling,'  she  said,  turning  to  Lilias  with 
a  fondness  in  which  she  seldom  indulged,  '  you 
nmst  just  think,  you  know,  that  this  grand 
sight  is  like  coming  to  the  play.  If  it  is  just 
a  sight,  you  will  be  pleased  to  have  seen  it — 
and,  when  there  are  so  many  people,  it  cannot 
be  very  pleasant  dancing ;  and,  my  sweet,  if  by 
any  sacrifice  of  money,  or  trouble,  or  whatever 
w^oman  could  do,  I  could  have  made  friends 
for  you,  or  gotten  you  partners — But  it  is  just 
a  beautiful  sight ' 


'  I  would  rather  have  our  parties  at  home,' 
said  Lilias,  plaintively,  looking  with  wistful  eyes 
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towards  tlio  dooi'way,  tlirougli  which  an  open- 
ing in  the  crowd  permitted  the  sight  now  and 
then  of  the  happy  performers  in  that  whud  of 
pleasure  from  which  she  was  shut  ont.  But 
she  had  a  high  spirit.  She  threw  up  her  fair 
head,  and  woukl  have  performed  her  Httle 
skip  upon  the  floor  had  there  been  room  for  it. 
'  We  are  three  Peris  at  the  gate  of  Paradise, 
and  that's  too  many,'  she  said,  with  a  laugh. 

Margaret  was  in  no  laughing  mood.  Dignity, 
^vhich  was  almost  tragical,  was  in  her  whole 
person.  The  pose  of  her  head,  the  stateliness 
of  her  aspect,  were  enough  to  have  dismayed 
any  applicant  for  favour.  She  began  to  eye 
the  groups  about,  not  anxiously  as  she  had  done 
at  first,  but  defiantly,  as  if  she  scorned  them 
for  their  ignorance  of  her. 

'  I  cannot  say  that  I  am  surprised,'  she  said ; 
*  for  I  counted  the  cost — and  I  thought  you 
would  be  better  pleased  to  come  and  just  see 
Avhat  like  it  Avas.  And  then  Ave  can  go  away 
Avhen  we  please.'  Margaret  added  this  forloru 
consolation  with  a  sigh.  '  What  are  you  say- 
ing, Jean  T  she  asked,  somewhat  sharply ;  for 
her  sister's  voice  reached  her  ear,  not  tuned  at 
all  in  harmony  with  her  own,  but  Avith  a  tone 
of  exultation  in  it.     It  Avould  be  the  music  that 
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pleased  lier,  or  some  dress  that  slio  was  admir- 
ing !  ]\Iargaret,  in  her  vexation  and  disappoint- 
ment— though  indeed  she  had  expected  to  be 
disappointed— turned  round  upon  her  sister  Avith 
rage  in  her  souL  LiHas  had  turned  round  too, 
Avith  perhaps  sharper  ears,  and,  before  Margaret 
had  recovered  her  composure,  she  found  herself 
addressed  in  tones  whose  blandishments  she  had 
rejected,  but  which  how,  against  her  will,  her 
heart  beat  to  hear.  There  was  the  little  strange 
accent,  the  inflection  not  like  anyone  else's, 
which  had  always  hitherto  moved  her  to  im- 
patience— for  why  should  a  man  pretending 
to  be  an  Englishman,  and  calling  himself  by  a 
good  Scots  name,  speak  like  a  foreigner '?  All 
this  passed  through  her  mind  like  a  sudden 
flash  of  a  lantern,  and  then  she  found  herself 
looking  at  Lewis  with  her  most  forbidding- 
aspect,  a  froAvn  upon  her  brow,  but  the  pro- 
foimdest  anxiety  in  her  heart. 

'  You  are  not  in  a  good  position  here,'  he  was 
saying, '  and  soon  there  will  be  a  great  crowd. 
May  I  take  you  to  a  better  place  f 

'  Oh  !  we  are  in  a  very  good  place  for  seeing, 
Mr.  Murray,  I  am  obliged  to  you.  We  are  not 
like  friends  of  the  house  to-  take  the  best 
places.     We   are  just  strangers,  and  enjoying,' 
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said  ]\f  argaret,  in  her  sternest  tones,  '  the  fine 
sight.' 

'  We  are  all  friends  of  the  honse  who  are  here,' 
said  Lewis, '  and  there  is  no  place  that  would  be 
thought  too  good  for  Miss  MiuTay.  Yon  wonld 
like  to  see  yonr  sister  when  she  is  dancing :  let 
me  take  yon  into  the  other  room,'  he  said,  offering 
his  arm,  with  a  smile  which  even  IMargaret  felt 
to  be  almost  irresistible.  She  said  to  herself 
that  it  was  French  and  false,  '  like  all  these 
foreigners,'  but  this  Avas  a  secret  protest  of  the 
pride  which  was  about  to  peld  to  necessity. 
She  made  a  little  struggle,  looking  at  him  with 
a  cloudy  brow.  '  Yom*  sister — will  like  to  dance,* 
said  LeA^-is. 

And  then  Margaret  thi'ew  down  her  weapons ; 
but  only  after  a  fashion.  She  took  his  arm  with 
proud  hesitation  and  reluctance. 

'  You  just  vanquish  me,'  she  said,  '  with  that 
word ;  but  I  am  not  sm-e  it  is  quite  generous. 
And,  if  I  take  advantage  of  your  present  offer, 
you  Avill  remember  it  is  in  pm-e  selfishness,  and 
alters  nothing  of  what  has  passed  between  us. 
You  will  make  nothing  by  it,'  she  said. 

He  had  the  audacity  to  press  her  hand  a 
little  closer  to  his  side  with  something  hke  a 
caress,  and  he  laughed. 
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'  111  pure  selfishness,'  he  said,  '  I  accept  the 
bargain.  Nothing-  is  altered,  only  a  trnce  for 
reasons  of  state.  Bnt  I  nnist  be  free  to  act 
according  to  the  same  rule  of  pure  selfislmess  too.' 

Margaret  gave  him  another  keen  look.  She 
was  not  snre  that  he  was  clever  enongh  to 
mean  what  he  was  saying;  but  she  did  not  com- 
mit herself  by  any  fm-ther  explanation.  She  said, 
'We  will  just  stay  where  we  can  see  what  is 
going  on,  Mr.  Murray.  Lilias,  who  is  a  stranger 
here,  does  not  expect  to  dance.' 

Lewis  smiled.  He  led  the  ladies  to  a  sofa, 
where  there  was  room  for  i\Iargaret,  and  intro- 
duced her  to  a  lady  in  diamonds,  who  called 
him  Lewis. 

'  Take  care  of  Miss  Murray,'  he  said, '  duchess ;' 
and,  leaving  Margaret,  approached  Lilias,  who 
stood  demure  behind  her.  Duchess !  Margaret's 
head  seemed  to  spin  round.  She  sank  down  Ijy 
the  side  of  this  new  and  magnificent  acquaint- 
ance, who  smiled  graciously,  and  made  room 
for  her.     It  was  Hke  a  transformation  scene, 

'  He  is  your  relation,  I  suppose,'  said  the  great 
lady,  with  benign  looks. 

'  I  cannot  say  that,'  Margaret  answered,  Avith 
a  gasp  of  astonishment  and  dismay.  '  I  do  not 
even  kuuAv  what  Mun-avs ' 
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'  Ail !  in  Scotland  one  knows  yon  are  all  re- 
lated.' Margaret's  horror  at 'this  statement  may- 
be more  easily  imagined  than  described,  as  the 
newspapers  say  ;  but  there  was  no  panse  to  give 
an  opportunity  for  the  indignant  explanation 
that  rose  to  her  lips.  '  But  I  forgot,'  the  duchess 
said,  '  there  is  quite  a  romantic  story.  Anyhow, 
he  is  a  dear  boy.  There  is  no  family  that 
might  not  be  proud  to  claim  him.  And  that 
pretty  creature  who  is  dancing  with  Lewis.  She 
is  your — niece  V 

'  My  sister,'  said  ]\Iargaret.  '  It  is  a  long  story. 
My  father.  General  j\Im-ray  of  Murkley,  married 
tmce ' 

'  Ah !  I  Ivnew  you  were  related  somehow. 
And  that  is  your  sister  ?  You  must  feel  quite 
like  a  mother  to  her.  She  is  a  most  perfect 
httle  Scotch  beauty — that  lovely  hair  and  that 
sweet  complexion.' 

'And  as  good  as  she  is  bonnie,'  cried  Miss 
Jean,  who  was  standing  beaming  at  the  end  of 
the  sofa.  The  unknown  duchess  lifted  her  eyes 
Avith  some  sm-prise,  and  made  her  a  small  bow. 

.  '  I  can  very  well  believe  it.  I  have  a  grand- 
child nearly  that  age,  and  she  seems  to  me  an 
angel.  1  could  wdsh  that  she  should  never  grow 
any  older.' 
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'  Oh,  no,  madam,'  said  Jean,  whose  heart 
responded  to  the  eyes  of  the  other,  as  Mar- 
garet, proud,  suspicious,  and  dominant,  coukl 
not  permit  herself  to  do.  It  seemed  to  Jean  in 
her  simphcity  that  some  word  of  respect  ought 
to  be  added  when  she  spoke  to  a  duchess. 
'  They  are  more  sweet  than  words  can  say,'  said 
the  simple  Avoman,  '  but  wo  must  not  for  any 
pleasure  of  ours  keep  them  from  liAdng  their  life' 

'  Will  not  you  sit  down  T  said  the  duchess ;  '  it 
is  very  hard  standing  all  the  evening  thi'ougli, 
when  you  arc  not  accustomed  to  it.  You  inter- 
est me  very  nnich.  I  am  sure  you  have  thought 
a  great  deal  on  the  subject.' 

'  My  sister  Jean,'  said  Margaret,  '  has  instincts 
that  come  to  her  like  other  people's  thoughts. 
She  is  not  very  wise,  perhaps.  But,  if  you  will 
allow  me,  Scotland  is  just  the  country  where 
such  ideas  should  not  be  encouraged,  for  our 
names  being  names  of  clans,  are  just  spread 
among  all  classes,  and ' 

The  duchess  was  much  experienced  in  society, 
and  never  permitted  herself  to  bo  bored,  which 
is  one  of  the  first  rules  for  a  great  lady.  She 
suffered  just  that  faintest  shadow  of  indififereuce 
to  steal  over  her  face,  which  warns  the  initiated, 
and  said,  sweetly. 
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'  I  have  heard  of  that — it  must  be  embarrass- 
ing. I  am  going  to  have  a  httle  dance  on  the 
17th — may  I  hope  that  you  will  bring  your 
young  sister  to  it '?  It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  see 
anything  so  fresh  and  fair :  and  Lewis  may  ahvays 
command  me  for  his  friends,'  this  gracious  lady 
said.  And  then  she  turned  and  talked  to  Jean, 
and  ended  by  arranging  to  convey  her  to  a  very 
recondite  performance  of  classical  music  a  few 
days  after.  She  left  her  seat  on  the  sofa  by-and- 
by,  seeing,  as  she  said,  some  friends  arrive  whom 
she  must  talk  to.  But  this  was  not  the  only  inci- 
dent of  the  kind  which  made  the  evening  re- 
markable. In  the  course  of  these  exciting  hom'S 
Margaret  and  Joan  made  the  acquaintance  of 
several  other  distinguished  personages  who  were 
giving  entertainments,  and  who  hoped  they 
would  bring  their  yoiuig  sister.  They  did  not 
like  to  venture  far  from  the  spot  where  all  tliis 
had  occurred,  but  they  abandoned  the  sofa,  with 
their  sensitive  fear  of  being  supposed  to  take 
too  much  upon  them,  and  stood  for  the  most  of 
the  night,  confused  with  all  that  passed,  watch- 
ing Lilias  through  every  dance,  following  her 
wdth  their  eyes  when  she  disappeared  in  tlxo 
crowd.  Jean  was  perfectly,  ecstatically  happy ; 
though  her  unaccustomed  limbs  were  trembling 
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under  lior,  she  stood  up  heroic,  and  never  com- 
plained since  Margaret  thouglit  it  riglit  to  stand 
lest  they  might  be  taldng  up  somebody's  place. 
Margaret's  happiness  was  not  so  complete.  She 
was  able  for  a  time  to  enjoy  the  consciousness 
that  all  her  troublous  thoughts  had  come  to  no- 
tliing,  and  that  Lilias'  succes  was  unquestionable. 
But,  alas  !  there  came  with  this  the  thought  that 
it  was  all  o^ving  to  Lewis.  His  friends  had  given 
the  invitations ;  the  young  men  who  Avere  con- 
tending for  Lilias'  dances  were  all  friends  of  his.  It 
Avas  supposed  that  the  ladies  were  his  relatives,  a 
family  group  Avhom  he  had  lirought  up,  all  fresh 
and  original,  from  the  country.  Thus  the  sAveet- 
ness  Avas  encompassed  Avith  bitterness,  and  sur- 
rounded Avith  embarrassment.  How  was  she  to 
keep  her  hostile  position  and  receive  such  fa- 
vours ? — and,  if  she  alloAved  Lilias  to  be  Avon 
after  all  this  trouble  by  a  young  man  Avho  had 
proposed  for  her  in  ]\Iurkley,  what  Avas  the  ob- 
ject of  all  the  care  and  expenchture  ?  But  that 
hypothesis  was  impossible ;  it  Avas  not  to  be 
contemplated  for  a  moment.  Lilias  to  marry  a 
plain  Mr.  ]\Iurray,  a  person  who  Avas  nobody, 
whose  very  right  to  the  name  was  doubtful — 
such  a  thing  Avas  not  to  be  thouglit  of.  And, 
though  he  had  so  many  friends,  these  afforded 
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no  indication  as  to  tlie  standing  of  his  family, 
nor  did  anybody  seem  to  know  what  his 
family  was,  or  they  would  not — not  even 
those  inconsiderate  persons  in  London,  who, 
Miss  Margaret  said,  '  absolutely  knew  no- 
thing '  about  famihes  in  Scotland— have  thought 
of  supposing  that  he  was  related  to  Murkley. 
Her  enjoyment  was  marred  by  all  these  ques- 
tions and  thoughts,  which  kept  her  still  alive 
and  awake  Avhen,  in  the  da:«Tiing,  Lewis  put 
them  into  their  carriage — Lewis  again — always 
LcTvas.  It  was  to  Margaret  he  devoted  himself; 
he  had  taken  her  to  supper,  he  had  paid  every 
attention  that  a  son  or  brother  could  have  paid 
her. 

'  We  are  enemies,'  he  had  said — '  generous 
enemies  resf)ecting  each  other.  We  will  hob 
and  nob  to-night,  but  to-morrow  I  laiow  you 
Avill  not  recognise  me  in  the  Row.' 

'  I  am  far  from  sure  that  I  am  going  to  the 
Eow — it  is  just  a  waste  of  time,'  Margaret  said, 
with  a  literalness  which  it  pleased  her  some- 
times to  affect.  And  Lewis  laughed.  He  was 
himself  somewhat  excited,  and  his  laugh  Jiad  a 
nervous  sound.  He  had  been  very  generous,  he 
felt.  He  had  not  tried  to  absorb  Lilias ;  the 
utmost  propriety  had  regulated  all  his  actions; 
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he  had  presented  to  her  the  most  attractive 
people  he  knew  ;  his  behaviour  had  been  ahnost 
angehc.  He  hekl  Margaret's  hand  for  a  moment 
(he  was  so  andacioiis)  as  she  followed  the  others 
into  the  carriage. 

'We  are  to  go  on  the  same  rule  as  before,'  ho 
said  ;  '  it  is  to  be  pure  selfishness ;  but  you  Avill 
not  refuse  to  accept  other  invitations  for  fear  of 
meeting  me.' 

'  You  are  right  about  the  principle,  Mr.  Mur- 
ray,' said  Margaret,  A^-ith  seriousness,  '  but,  as  for 
your  fine  friends  and  their  invitations,  it  A^-ill  bo 
time  enough  to  answer  them  when  I  get  them. 
Word  of  mouth  is  one  thing — but  more  is  neces- 
sary for  Lilias.'  And  then  she  bade  him  '  good 
night,'  or  rather  '  good  moiiiing,'  leaning  out  of 
the  window  of  the  carriage  to  prevent  any  inter- 
change of  glances.  There  was  pure  selfishness 
in  that  action,  at  least. 

From  this  time  the  remainder  of  their  season 
in  London  Avas  almost  too  brilliant.  Though 
Margaret  was  greatly  subdued,  and  would  take 
little  pleasure  in  the  thought  that  it  Avas  '  the  best 
people'  to  whose  houses  theyAvent,  and  whose  ac- 
quaintance they  made,  she  yet  did  not  refuse  the 
inAdtations,  and  watched  Lilias  enjojang  herself 
with  a  swelling  heart.     Lilias,  for  her  part,  had 
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no  arriere  pensee.  She  enjoyed  her  gaieties  with 
all  her  heart,  and  recovered  from  her  awe,  and 
set  as  small  store  by  her  partners  and  admirers 
as  she  had  done  at  Mnrkley.  She  had  '  got  out 
her  horns  again,'  Margaret  said.  She  took  little 
airs  upon  her,  and  refused  the  languid  gentle- 
men who  proposed  themselves  in  tones  which 
invited  refusal.  But  even  these  languid  gentle- 
men did  not  like  to  be  refused,  and  woke  up, 
startled  and  tingling,  when  they  came  into  con- 
tact with  this  independent  little  beauty.  For  it 
had  been  decided  that  she  was  a  beauty  in  the 
highest  circles.  At  home  she  had  only  been  a 
pretty  girl ;  but,  when  fashion  took  Lilias  up, 
she  became  a  beauty  out  of  hand.  Let  nobody 
be  deceived,  however,  and  think  that  her  photo- 
graph was  in  the  shop-windows  or  the  news- 
papers. The  professional  beauty  had  not  been 
invented  in  those  days,  nor  indeed  was  she 
known  till  long  after.  There  were  not  even  any 
photographs  to  speak  of,  and  books  of  beauty 
had  died  out.  It  was  an  unusually  safe  mo- 
ment for  the  lovely  face  that  did  not  Avant  ex- 
hibition. She  was  the  Scotch  beauty,  which 
was  distinction  enough.  Her  sweet  complexion, 
her  fan-  locks,  too  fau-  to  be  golden,  the  dazzhng 
freshness  of  her  altogether,  were  identified  with 
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licr  couutiy  in  a  way  wliicli  perhaps  neither 
Margaret  nor  Jean  fully  appreciated.  They 
were  both  themselves  brown-haired  and  rather 
pale,  and  they  were  of  opinion  that  their  own 
complexion  was  quite  as  distinctively  fScotch, 
though  not  so  beautiful  as  the  other.  When 
it  became  the  fashion  to  praise  lier  accent 
and  her  little  Scotticisms,  Margaret  and  Jean 
were  much  irritated.  They  were  very  much 
attached  to  their  country,  but  they  were  fondly 
convinced  that  no  shade  of  peculiarity  or  pro- 
vincialism was  to  be  found  in  Lilias,  whose 
English  they  considered  perfect,  far  more  per- 
fect than  that  generally  spoken  in  London, 
When  some  unwise  person  spoke  of  the  '  whiif 
of  the  lieather,'  the  sisters  took  it  as  an  offence. 
But,  with  this  small  exception,  everything  went 
to  tlieir  wishes,  and  more  than  to  their  liopes. 
Margaret,  who  had  prepared  lierself  at  least  a 
dozen  times  to  do  final  battle  Avith  Lewis,  and 
show  him  conclusively,  as  she  had  threatened  at 
first,  that  '  he  Avould  make  nothing  by  it,'  was 
almost  disappointed  that  he  provoked  no  ex- 
planation, and  never  indeed  tln-ust  himself  upon 
tliem  except  in  society,  where  he  Avas  their  good 
genius.  Was  this  a  pohcy  so  astute  that  her  simple 
Avisdom  Avas  scarcely  capable  of  understanding 
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it  ?  or  was  it  tliat  he  bad  thought  better  of  his 
suit,  and  meant  to  give  up  an  effort  so  hopeless  ? 
This  last  supposition  did  not  perhaps  bring  so 
much  pleasure  with  it  as  Margaret  would  have 
wished.  For  in  fact  she  had  rather  looked  for- 
ward to  the  final  battle  and  trial  of  strength, 
and  did  not  feel  satisfied  to  think  that  she  was 
to  be  allowed  to  walk  over  the  field. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

*  T  DO  not  ask  Avbat  you  are  doing  or  Iioav  yoTi 
X  are  doing  it — I  am  only  asking  if  yon  are 
making  progress,  wliicli  is  the  great  thing.  No 
doubt  they  will  be  seeing  everybody  in  London, 
and,  though  she  is  not  to  eall  a  great  heiress,  she 
is  a  beautiful  person — and  an  old  castle  in  Scot- 
land, though  it's  much  the  Avorse  for  wear,  is 
always  somethiiig.  Tliere's  a  romance  about  it. 
You  may  have  one  of  those  long-leggit  English 
fellows  against  ye  before  ever  you  are  aware.' 

My.  Allenerly  too  identified  the  strapping 
youths  who  have  nothing  else  in  particular  to 
recommend  them  as  the  long-legged  order. 
Perhaps  he  had  taken  it  from  Margaret.  He 
was  in  London,  as  he  said,  upon  business,  but 
also  with  a  view  to  such  sober-minded  amuse- 
ment as  a  play,  a  night  or  two  in  the  House  of 
Commons  when  a  Scotch  bill  was  in  progress 
(which  occmTed  sometimes  in  those  days),  and 
a  dinner  or  two  with  Scotch  members  at  their 
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clubs.  He  had  come  to  see  Lems  before  going 
to  pay  bis  respects,  as  it  was  his  duty  to  do,  at 
Cado2:an  Place. 

*  I  am  afraid  I  have  made  little  progi'ess,'  said 
Lewis.  '  Miss  Margaret  is  as  iinfavom-able  to 
me  as  ever.  I  think  she  expects  me  to  speak  to 
her  again ;  but  what  is  the  good  ?  She  has 
steeled  her  heart  against  me.  We  have  seen  a 
good  deal  of  each  other  in  society — and  I  do 
not  tliink  she  dislikes  me ;  but  she  will  not  give 
in,  and  what  is  the  use  of  a  stiiiggle ' 

'  Then  you  are  giving  in  ?  Do  you  mean  to 
tell  me  that  ?  throA\dng  up  yom-  arms  for  two 
old  maids ' 

'  I  Avill  not  have  my  dear  ladies  spoken  of  so 
— I  throw^  up  no  anns.  If  I  do  not  succeed,  it 
will  not  be  my  fault.' 

There  was  a  faint  smile  about  Lewis'  mouth, 
a  dreamy  pleasure  wliich  diffused  itself  over  his 
face,  and  seemed  to  dim  his  eyes,  like  a  cloud 
just  bursting,  with  the  sunshine  beyond  it,  and 
no  darkness  in  it  at  all. 

'  I  see,  I  see,'  said  the  lawyer,  and  he  began 
to  sing,  in  a  jolly  bass  voice  a  little  the  Avorse 
for  wear — 

"  He  speered  na  her  faither,  he  speered  na  her  mither, 
He  speered  na  at  ane  of  her  kin, 
But  he  speered  at  the  bonnie  lass  hersel', 
And  did  her  favour  win." 
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'  That  is  the  best  road  in  the  long-  run,'  Mr. 
Allenerly  said. 

'  When  it  is  successful,'  said  Lewis,  with  a 
grimace  which  was  partly  comic  and  partly  very 
serious.  '  Every  way  is  the  best  Avay  Avhen  it 
succeeds.' 

'  But  you  have  never  told  me  hoAv  you  got  rid 
of  the  other :  how  you  got  out  of  that  mistake 
you  made.  It  Avas  a  terrible  mistake  that  first 
trv ' 

Mr.  Allenerly  had  a  broad  grin  on  his  face. 
He  had  every  respect  for  the  Murkley  ladies, 
whom  he  had  known  all  their  lives.  They  were 
considerably  younger  than  he  was,  and  he  did 
not  yet  care  to  call  himself  an  old  man  ;  but  the 
joke  of  a  proposal  to  !Miss  Jean  was  one  which 
uo  masculine  virtue  could  withstand. 

'  I  did  not  get  rid  of  her  at  all,'  said  Lewis, 
with  gra^dty ;  '  if  you  Avill  imderstand  it,  IMr. 
Allenerly,  I  am  deeply  attached  to  Miss  Jean,  and 
Av^hen  you  smile  at  my  friend  it  hurts  me.  There 
is  no  room  for  smiling.  She  was  more  gentle 
even  than  to  refuse,  she  prevented  me.  After  I 
have  told  you  my  foolish  presumption,  it  is  right 
that  you  should  know  the  end  of  the  story :  and 
that  is,  it  makes  me  happy  to  tell  you,  that  we 
are  dear  friends.' 

The  lawyer  kept  eyeing  the  young  man  while 
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he  spoke,  with  a  sarcastic  look ;  and,  though  he 
was  by  no  means  sure  that  ]Miss  Jean's  position 
had  been  so  dignified  as  was  thus  represented, 
he  felt,  at  least,  that  Lewis'  account  of  it  was 
becoming  and  worthy. 

'  You  speak  like  a  gentleman,'  he  said,  '  and 
I  have  always  felt  that  you  acted  lilce  a  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Lems.  And,  tliis  being  so,  it  just  sur- 
prises me  that  in  one  tiling,  and  only  one  thing, 
you  have  come  a  little  short.  You  took  pains 
to  warn  Miss  ]\Iargaret  that  you  were  seeking 
her  little  sister,  and  that  was  well  done :  and  you 
went  away  when  she  told  you  frankly  she  dis- 
approved :  which  was  also  fit  and  light.' 

'  Pardon,'  said  Le-uas,  ^^i.t]l  a  smile,  '  1  was  not 
perhaps  so  good.  I  went  away  when  I  heard 
they  Avere  going  away.  But  always  with  the 
intention  of  using  the  English  method  whenever 
I  should  have  the  chance.' 

'  What  do  you  call  the  English  method  ?  It 
is  no  more  English  than  Scotch,'  said  the  law- 
yer, A^-ith  some  indignation.  'That  is,  "speering 
the  bonnie  lass  hersel'  "  ?  It  is,  maybe,  the  best 
way ;  but  still,  having  informed  the  ^parents,  or 
those  tliat  stood  in  place  of  the  parents,  it 
would  seem  to  me  that  what  you  owe  them  is 
a  full  confidence,  not  half  and  half.  Being  the 
real  gentleman  you  are ' 
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'  Yoli  think  so  ?  I  am  vciy  glad  you  aio  of 
that  mind.  It  perplexes  me  sometimes  what  is 
the  meaning  of  the  word.  There  are  many  things 
which  gentlemen  permit  themselves  to  d(j.  But 
you  are  more  experienced  than  I  am.  You 
understand  it.' 

'  I  hope  so,'  said  ]\Ir.  Allenerly,  '  and  a  real 
gentleman  you  have  proved,  if  just  not  in  one 
small  particular,  Mr.  LeAvis.  I  call  you  l^y  the 
name  you  have  most  right  to.  You  should 
have  let  Miss  Margaret  know  who  you  are.' 

Lewis  looked  at  him  with  a  startled  air. 

'  Do  you  think  so  V  he  said.  '  But  then  there 
would  have  been  no  hope  for  me,'  he  added, 
with  simplicity. 

'  That  should  be  of  no  consequence  in  com- 
parison with  what  Avas  right.  You  sec,'  said  the 
lawyer,  with  true  enjoyment,  '  that  is  just  the 
difference  between  your  foreign  Avays  and  Avhat 
you  call  the  English  method.  AYe  think  nothing 
amiss  here  of  a  young  man  "  speerin'  the  bonnie 
lass  hersel'."  It  is  natural,  as,  after  all,  she  is 
the  person  most  concerned.  But  Avhat  Ave  can- 
not away  Avith,'  said  Mr.  Allenerly,  'is  any  sort 
of  mystery,  even  Avhen  it's  quite  innocent,  about 
a  man's  name  or  his  position,  or  Aviiat  Ave  call 
his  identity.  There's  no  social  crime  like  going 
under  a  false  name.' 
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Lewis'  countenance  had  grown  longer  and 
longer  under  this  address.  He  grew  pale ;  there 
was  no  question  on  which  he  was  so  susceptible. 

'  But,'  he  cried,  with  a  guilty^flush  of  coloui-, 
'  it  is  not  a  false  name.  It  was  his  wish,  his  last 
Avish,  that  I  should  take  it.  If  I  wavered,  it  was 
that  I  was  sick  at  my  heart.     I  did  not  care. 

In  such  circimistances  a  false  name That 

is  what  cannot  be  said.     It  is  a  wrong,'  he  said, 
vehemently.  '  to  me.' 

'  You  may  be  justified  in  taldng  the  name,' 
said  the  lawyer,  '  but  not  in  using  it,  which  is 
Avhat  1  complain  of,  with  intention  to  deceive.' 

Never  culprit  was  more  self-contacted  than 
LcAvis.     His  courage  abandoned  him  altogether. 

'  If  this  is  so,  then  I  am  a — a  thing  Avhich  I 
will  not  name.' 

'  You  are  just  a  young  man  not  wiser  than 
yom-  kind,  and  that  has  made  a  mistake :  and  I 
tliink  it  has  done  more  harm  than  good.  Mar- 
garet Murray,  she  cannot  get  it  out  of  her  head 
that,  being  of  no  kent  Murrays,  no  name  that 
you  could  give  her,  you  are  not  only  no  Murray 
at  all,  which  is  true  enough,  but  just  a  sort  of 
upstart,  a  deceiver ' 

'  Wliich  is  true  also,'  said  Lewis,  looking  at 
him  with  eyes  that  were  very  pathetic  and  wist- 
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fill,  '  if  she  tlioiight  badly  of  mo  in  -what  you 
call  my  false  appearance,  they  all  thought  more 
badly  of  myself.  Perhaps  you  did  so  also.  They 
described  me  as  a  designing  person,  upstart,  as 
you  say,  that  wheedled  an  old  man  into  making 
me  his  heir.  Now  that  you  know  me,  you  know 
a  little  if  that  was  true  :  but  they  thought  so  all 
of  them.  Should  I  have  gone  and  said,  "  Here 
am  I,  this  deceiver,  this  cheat,  this  dependent 
that  took  a  base  advantage  of  liis  benefactor. 
Behold  me,  I  have  robbed  you  of  your  money. 
I  have  cajoled  your  father  "  !' 

'  I  would  not  have  done  it  quite  in  that  Avay ; 
it  would  have  been  unnecessary.  I  would  have 
described  it  all  without  excitement.  Excite- 
ment is  always  a  pity.  I  would  have  explained, 
and  let  them  see  how  a  man's  motives  can  be 
misrepresented,  and  how  little  you  knew  of  what 
was  going  on.  If  you  had  done  so,  you  would 
have  been  in  a  better  position  noAv.' 

Lewispaused  long  over  this,  pondering  with  trou- 
bled face.  '  You  never,'  he  said, '  told  me  so  before.' 
'I  never  had  the  chance.  You  had  settled 
yom-  mode  of  action,  and  were  known  to  all  the 
village  before  I  ever  heard  you  Avere  in  Scot- 
laud  ;  and  then  Avhat  could  I  say?— I  hoped  you 
would  perhaps  give  it  up.' 
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'  I  sliall  never  give  it  up,'  cried  Lewis,  '  till  it 
is  quite  beyond  all  hope.' 

'  Wliicli  you  tliink  it  is  not  now?  But,  my 
young  friend,  just  supposing  tliat  you  are  riglit, 
and  that  the  young  lady  herself  should  decide 
for  you,  which  she  is  no  doubt  quite  capable  of 
doing.  In  that  case  there  w^ould  come  a  mo- 
ment, you  Avill  allow,  in  which  all  would  have 
to  be  explained.' 

The  countenance  of  Lew^s  grew  brighter;  a 
little  colom-  flushed  over  it. 

'  But  then — '  he  said,  and  stopped :  for  he 
could  ]iot  tell  to  another  all  the  visions  that  had 
been  in  his  mind  as  to  the  new  champion  he 
should  have,  the  advocate  w^hose  mouth  was 
more  golden  than  that  of  any  orator  to  those 
before  w^hom  his  cause  would  have  to  be  pleaded. 
Of  this  he  w^ould  say  nothing ;  but  his  abrupt 
breaking  off  was  eloquent.  ]Mr.  Allenerly  w'as 
opaque  neither  in  one  w^ay  nor  the  other ;  he  had 
some  mind  and  some  feeling.  He  caught  a 
portion  of  the  meaning  with  which  Lewis  w^as 
musing  over.  v. 

'  I  see,'  he  said.  '  You  would  have  some  one, 
then,  some  one  who  w^ould  be  very  potent  to 
stand  yom-  friend.  I  do  not  doubt  the  import- 
ance of  that ;  but  the  straightforward  way ' 
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Here  Lewis  sprang  up  from  his  chair  Avith  an 
impatience  unusual  with  liim.  Mr.  iVllenerly 
paused  till  the  quick  movement  was  over,  and 
then  he  continued,  quietly, 

'  The  straightforward  way  would  be  now, 
this  very  moment,  to  go  and  tell  your  story,  and 
abide — whatever  the  consequences  might  be. 
You  will  have  to  do  it  one  day.  You  should 
do  it  before,  and  not  after,  another  person  is 
involved.' 

In  all  his  life  Lewis  had  never  had  such  a 
proljlem  to  solve.  In  the  f;ice  of  success  so 
probable  that,  l)ut  for  the  reverence  of  true  feel- 
ing, which  can  nevca-  be  certain  of  its  own  ac- 
ceptance, and  his  sense  of  the  Avonderfnlness  of 
ever  having  belonging  to  him  that  foundation  of 
all  relationship,  the  love  Avhicli  means  every- 
thing, he  would  almost  have  ventured  to  l^e 
sure — to  tlu-ow  himself  back  again,  to  undo  all 
his  former  building,  to  present  himself  under  a 
different  light,  in  the  aspect  of  one  not  indiffer- 
ent, but  hated,  not  a  stranger,  but  one  who 
had  done  them  cruel  wrong — was  very  hard 
to  think  of.  It  seemed  to  him  that  even  Jean 
would  forsake  him,  that  Lihas,  just  trem- 
bling on  the  25oint  of  throAving  herself  into 
his  amis,  would  turn  from  him  with  loatliing, 
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wonld  flee  from  liim,  rejecting  his  very  name 
with  horror.  "Was  it  possible  for  a  man  to  risk 
all  this '?  And  for  Avhat  ?  For  mere  verbal 
faithfulness,  for  the  matter-of-fact  truth  which 
would  in  reality  be  falsehood  so  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  which  would  convey  not  a  true,  but 
an  erroneous,  representation  of  him  to  their 
minds.  Never  had  he  even  thought  of  so  vio- 
lent  a  step,  one  that  Avould  open  all  the  ques- 
tion again,  and  lose  him  all  the  standing  he  had 
gained.  If  it  had  been  done  perhaps  at  first 
— but,  now  that  things  had  gone  so  far,  why . 
should  it  be  done  ?  The  question  was  de- 
bated between  the  two  men  until  the  heart  of 
Lewis  was  sick  with  undesired  conviction.  Mr. 
Allenerly,  to  Avhom  it  Avas  a  matter  of  business, 
and  who  was  an  entirely  unemotional  person, 
had,  it  need  not  be  said,  the  best  of  the  argu- 
ment. He  held  to  his  point  without  swerving  ; 
he  was  very  friendly,  but  a  little  contemptuous 
perhaps  of  the  excitement  and  trouble  of  Lewis, 
concluding  in  his  heart  that  it  was  his  foreign 
breeding,  and  that  an  Englishman  -(but,  to  Mr. 
Allenerly,  even  an  Englishman  was  tant  soit  2yni 
foreign),  if  ever  he  could  have  fallen  into  such 
an  unlikely  situation,  would  have  taken  care  at 
least  not  to  betrav  his  emotion.  The  conclusion, 
however,  vrhich  they  came  to  at  last  was  that 
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tliis  one  evening,  almost  the  last  before  the  ladies 
left  town,  and  Avhich  Lewis  was  to  spend  in 
their  company,  should  be  left  to  him — an  indul- 
gence of  which  Mr.  AUenerly  did  not  approve  ; 
bnt  that  after  this  the  matter  should  be  left  in 
the  laAvyer's  hands,  and  he  should  be  entrusted 
with  a  full  explanation  of  everything  to  lay 
before  Margaret.  With  this  lie  Avent  aAvay 
grumbhng,  shaking  his  head,  liut  in  his  heart 
very  pitiful,  and  determined  so  to  fight  his 
young  chent's' battles  that  ^Miss  Margaret,  were 
she  as  obstinate  as  a  personage  whom  Mr.  AUen- 
erly called  the  old  gentleman,  should  be  com- 
pelled to  yield;  and  LcAvis  Avas  left  to  prepare 
for  his  last  night. 

His  last  night !  His  mind  was  in  so  great  a 
state  of  agitation  Avhen  Mr.  AUenerly  left  him 
that  he  could  not  settle  to  anything.  At  last 
he  had  to  look  in  the  face  an  explanation  AA^hich 
he  saw  noAv  must  be  made,  in  case  his  hopes 
Avere  realised,  Avhich  he  had  ahvays  pushed  from 
him  as  unnecessary,  or  rather  had  never  thought 
of  at  all  since  the  first  days  when  he  had  been 
in  dread  of  discovery,  and  when  the  mere  con- 
sciousness of  a  secret  had  made  him  uncomfort- 
able. But  it  was  long  since  he  had  got  oA'er 
that.  And  all  through  he  tried  to  console  him- 
self, he  had  told  no  lie.     He  had  been  rash  eA^en 
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in  liis  statements.  Had  anyone  put  two  and 
three  together,  he  might  have  been  nnmasked 
at  any  moment.  In  the  entire  absence  of  sus- 
picion, he  had  talked  about  liis  hfe  abroad,  his 
old  godfather,  from  whom  his  name  and  money 
had  come,  as  he  Avould  have  done  had  he  l)een 
assuming  no  disguise.  And  indeed  he  had  as- 
sumed no  disguise  ;  but  yet  he  had,  as  the  law- 
yer had  said,  that  intemion  to  deceive  which  is 
the  foundation  of  all  lying.  And  now  the  end 
of  all  this  had  come ;  he  had  not  thought  of  the 
explanation  that  must  be  made  at  the  end. 

He  had  thought  of  carrying  away  his  bride 
like  the  Lord  of  Burleigh,  Anth  no  clearing  up 
of  matters  until  perhaps  ho  shoidd  biing  her 
home  to  her  own  great  palace  all  decked  and 
garnished,  and  shown  to  her  the  realization  of 
all  her  dreams.  Alas  I  he  saw  now  that  this 
could  not  be.  The  heiress  of  Miu-kley  could  not 
be  wedded  so  lightly.  Was  it  possible  that  he 
had  never  realised  the  settlements,  the  lajdng 
open  of  all  firings,  the  unveiling  of  every  mys- 
tery ?  Perhaps  it  Avas  because  he  had  not 
thought  of  anything  material  in  respect  to  Lilias, 
of  anything  but  the  permission  to  love  her  and 
to  serve  her,  the  hope  of  having  her  for  his  own, 
his  companion,  the  epitome  and  representative 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  145 

of  all  loves  and  relationships.  This  had  been 
enough  to  fill  all  his  being ;  he  had  thought  of 
nothing  more ;  behind  there  was  the  dark 
shadow  of  an  interview  with  Margaret  to  throw 
up  the  glory  of  the  sunshine ;  but  ho  had 
thought  that  when  he  went  to  Margaret  with 
the  news  that  Lilias  loved  him,  though  she 
might  struggle,  it  would  be  but  a  passing  strug- 
gle. They  would  not  resist  the  love,  the  wish 
of  Lilias.  There  would  be  a  painful  interview, 
and  it  was  hkely  enough  he  Avould  have  need  of 
all  his  patience  to  brave  the  bitter  things  that 
Margaret  would  say.  But  what  could  they  do 
against  Lilias  ?  They  would  give  in  ;  and  Lewas 
would  have  done  nothing  dishonourable,  he 
would  only  have  done  what  was  justified  by  the 
usages  of  the  countiy,  what  was  so  far  justified 
by  Nature — what  the  best  in  England  declared 
to  be  the  best  way.  It  had  been  his  intention 
for  a  long  time  to  risk  the  final  question  to- 
night. He  had  put  it  off  that  none  of  his  pro- 
ceedings might  be  hurried  or  secret.  He  had 
given  Margaret  full  warning.  When  she  declared 
that  pm-e  selfishness  was  to  be  her  nile,  he  had 
claimed  it  also  for  his.  She  had  no  right  to  ex- 
pect, after  the  severe  repulse  he  had  received  at 
her  hands,  that  he  would  go  to  her  again — at 
VOL.  III.  .  L 
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least,  until  lie  had  tried  Ids  fortune  at  first  liand 
from  Lilias  herself.  And  he  meant  to  do  so  on 
this  last  night. 

It  is  scarcely  possible  not  to  stray  into  the 
conventional  when  such  ^words  are  the  text. 
They  have  been  as  fruitful  of  tniism  as  ever 
words  were.  But  truism  and  conventional  phi'ases 
noAv  and  then  gain  a  certain  glorification  from 
circmnstances,  and  Lewis  went  to  his  ball  that 
night  Avith  all  that  had  ever  been  said  on  the 
subject  buzzing  in  his  mind.  The  last !  it  must 
bring  a  pang  with  it,  even  if  it  were  to  be  fol- 
lowed by  higher  happiness — the  last  of  all  those 
meetings  which  had  divided  his  life,  which  had 
been  the  points  of  happiness  in  it,  the  only  hours 
in  the  twenty-four  that  were  of  any  particular 
importance.  How  sweet  they  had  been  !  some- 
times, indeed,  crossed  by  awful  shadows  of 
tall  heroes,  with  languishing  eyes,  exactly  like 
(though  fortimately  he  did  not  Icnow  this)  the 
hero  of  Lilias'  dreams.  These  shadows  had  cross- 
ed his  path  from  time  to  time,  filhng  his  soul 
with  pangs  of  envy  and  hatred ;  but  the  tall 
heroes  had  come  to  nothing.  Either  they  had 
obliterated  themselves,  ha\dng  other  affairs  in 
hand,  or  Lilias  had  put  them  quickly  out  of 
their  pain,  and  she  had  always  turned  back  to 
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himself  with  a  smile,  always  been  ready  to  wel- 
come him,  to  look  to  him  for  little  services. 
Was  she,  perhaps,  too  confiding,  too  smiling, 
too  mnch  at  her  ease  with  him  altogether,  con- 
sidei-ing  him  more  as  a",  brother  than  a  lover  ? 
This  fear  would  now  and  then  cross  his  mhid, 
chilly  like  a  breath  of  whiter,  Ijut  next  time  he 
would  catch  a  glance  of  her  eyes  which  made 
his  heart  leap,  or  would  see  her  watch  him  when 
he  was  apart  from  her,  as  she  watched  no  one 
else.  But  this  gave  him  an  exhilaration  against 
which  prudence  had  no  power.  And  now  this 
was  the  last  time,  and  it  must  be  decided  once 
for  all  what  was  to  come  of  it.  Something 
must  come  of  it,  either  the  downfall  of  all  his 
dreams,  or  something  far  more  delightful,  happy, 
and  brilliant  than  the  finest  society  could  give. 
He  had  looked  forward  to  this  chmax  since  ever 
the  time  of  the  ladies'  departure  had  become 
\nsible,  so  to  speak.  At  first  a  month  or  six 
weeks  seemed  continents  of  time ;  but  when 
these  long  levels  dwindled  to  the  speck  of  a  single 
week,  it  had  become  apparent  to  Lewis  that  he 
must  delay  no  longer.  He  would  have  liked  to 
say  w^hat  he  had  to  say  in  the  woods  of  Murkley, 
in  some  corner  full  of  freshness  and  verdure,  in 
the  silence  and  quiet  of  Natm-e.     To  say  it  in  a 

l2 
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corner  of  a  ball-room,  with  tlie  vulgar  music- 
blaring  and  the  endless  waltz  going  on,  was  a 
kind  of  profanation.  But  there  was  no  help  for 
it,  He  had  waited  till  the  last  day,  and  he  had 
arranged  the  very  spot,  the  best  that  could  be 
found  in  such  a  scene,  the  shade  of  a  little 
thicket  of  palms  in  a  conservatory  where  there 
was  little  light,  and  w^here  only  habitues  knew 
the  secrets  of  the  place.  It  had  been  before 
his  mind's  eye  for  days  and  nights  past.  The 
cool  air  full  of  perfumes,  the  Oriental  leafage, 
the  shaded  light,  the  sounds  of  revehy  coming 
faint  from  the  distance.  He  would  take  Lihas 
there  under  pretence  of  showing  her  something, 
and,  when  thev  had  reached  this  innermost 
hermitage,  what  if  the  thing  he  had  to  show  her 
was  his  heai-t  ? 

So  Lewis  had  planned.  He  had  been  full  of 
it  all  the  morning.  It  seemed  to  run  into  his 
veins  and  brim  them  over.  It  was  not  that  he 
was  planning  what  to  say,  but  that  the  theme 
was  so  strong  in  him  that  it  said  itself  over  and 
over,  like  a  song  he  was  singing.  And  that  Mr. 
AUenerly,  and  his  trenchant  advice,'^his  disap- 
proval, his  suggestion  that  filled  Lewis  with 
panic,  his  almost  determination  not  to  leave  the 
matter  w^here  it  w^as,  should  fall  upon  him  pre- 
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oisely  at  this  moment,  was  like  tlie  very  spite  of 
fate.  Had  tlie  law^yer  appeared  before,  or  had  he 
come  after,  one  way  or  other,  it  was  over — there 
would  have  been  no  particular  importance  in  him ; 
but  that  it  should  happen  now ! — no  interruption 
could  have  been  more  ill-timed.  It  checked 
his  clan  at  the  moment  of  all  others  when  he 
wanted  his  corn-age.  It  chilled  liim  when  he 
Avas  at  the  boiling  point.  LcAvis  did  his  utmost 
to  throw  off  the  impression  while  he  dined  and 
prepared  for  the  crisis.  He  had  chosen  to  dine 
alone,  that  nothing  might  disturb  him,  but  the 
feverish  anticipation  which  was  in  him  was  so 
much  twisted  and  strauied  by  the  lawyer's  ill- 
starred  appearance  that  he  was  sorry  he  had 
not  company  to  dehver  him  from  himself  and 
the  too  great  pressure  of  his  thoughts. 

At  last  the  moment  came.  He  felt  liimself  to 
change  colom-  like  a  girl,  now  red,  now  white, 
as  he  set  out  for  the  ball,  late  because  his  heart 
had  been  so  early.  He  did  not  know  how  he 
was  to  get  through  the  first  preliminaries  of  it, 
the  talking  and  the  dancing,  until  the  time 
should  come  when  he  could  find  a  pretext  to 
lead  LiHas  away.  The  programme  Avas  nearly 
half  through  before  he  got  into  the  room,  Avhere, 
after  an  anxious  inspection,  he   saAV  his  three 
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judges,  liis  fates,  the  ladies  of  Murkley,  all 
standing  together.  Lilias  was  not  dancing ; 
she  was  looking,  he  thought,  a  Kttle  distraite. 
He  stood  and  watched  her  from  the  doorway, 
and  saw  her  steal  one  or  two  long  anxious  looks 
through  the  crowd.  The  sisters,  he  thought, 
looked  gi-ave — was  it  that  Allenerly  had  not  re- 
spected their  bargain,  that  he  had  gone  at  once 
to  make  the  threatened  explanation?  Lewis 
lingered  gazing  at  them  in  the  distance,  racking 
his  soul  with  questions  wliich  he  might  no  doubt 
have  solved  at  once.  All  at  once  he  saw  the 
countenance  of  Lihas  light  up ;  her  face  took  a 
cheerful  glow,  lier  eyes  biightened,  the  smile 
came  back  to  her  lip.  Was  this  because  she 
had  seen  him  ?  He  could  not  help  feeling  so, 
and  a  Avarm  cm-rent  began  to  flow  back  into  his 
heart.  She  seemed  to  tell  her  sisters,  and  they, 
too,  looked.  Miss  Jean  waA-ing  her  hand  to  him, 
and  even  Miss  Margaret  more  gi-acious  than  her 
wont.  How  often  a  little  gleam  like  this,  too 
blight  to  last,  fictitious  even  in  its  radiance, 
comes  suddenly  over  the  world  before  a  storm ! 
He  made  his  way  towards  them,  ignoring  the 
salutations  of  his  friends.  When  he  reached 
them,  Margaret  herself,  who  generally  used  but 
scant  courtesy  to  him,  was  the  first  to  speak. 
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'  We  thought  yon  were  uot  coiniug-,'  she  said, 
'  and  I  fear  you  have  not  been  well.  You're 
lookmg  pale.' 

'  Dear  me,-  Margaret,  he  is  looking  anything 
but  pale — he  has  just  a  beautiful  colour,'  Miss 
Jean  said,  giving  him  her  hand. 

And  then  he  felt  that  Margaret  looked  at  him 
with  interested  eyes — with  eyes  that  were  almost 
affectionate. 

'  I  do  not  like  changes  like  that,'  she  said.  '  I 
am  afraid  you  are  not  well,  and  all  this  heat  and 
glare  is  not  good  for  you.' 

It  had  the  strangest  effect  upon  Le^vis  that 
she  should  speak  to  him  as  if  it  mattered  to  her 
whether  he  was  ill  or  Avell.  Even  with  Lilias' 
hand  in  his,  he  was  touched  by  it.  His  heart 
smote  him  that  he  was  not  fighting  fair.  Surely 
she  was  an  antagonist  worthy  to  bo  met  with  a 
noble  and  unsullied  glaive.  He  could  not  help 
giving  her  a  warning  even  at  the  last  moment. 

'  You  are  very  good  to  think  of  me,'  he  said. 
'  It  is  the  mind,  not  the  body.  I  have  had  a 
great  deal  to  think  of.'  Sm-ely  a  clever  woman 
could  understand  that.  Then  he  tm-ned  to 
Lilias.  '  This  is  the  dance  you  promised  me,' 
he  said. 

Nothing  could  be   more   audacious  or  more 
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untrue,  but  slie  acquiesced  without  a  question. 
She  had  scarcely  danced  all  the  evening.    Some 
wave  from  his  excessive  emotion  had  touched 
Lilias,     She  scarcelv  knew  that  she  was  think- 
ing  of  him,  but  she  was  preoccupied,  restless. 
She  had  told  the  others  that  she  was  tired,  that 
this  last  evening  she  meant  to  look  on.     How^ 
deeply  she,  too,  felt  that  it  was  the  last  evening ! 
There  was  thunder  in  the  air — something  was 
coming — she  knew  it,  though  she  could  not  tell 
what  it  was.     But,  when  he  came  to  her,  she 
remembered  no  more  her  previous  refusal,  her 
plea  of  being  tired.     She  went  away  with  him 
•without  a  thought  of  what   everybody  would 
say,  of  the  visible  fact  that  she  had  rejected 
everybody  till  his  approach.    She  ought  to  have 
known  better,  and  indeed  Margaret  and  Jean 
ought  to  have  knoAvn  better,  and  to  have  inter- 
fered.    But  they  were  simple  women,  notwith- 
standing their  season  in  towm,  which  had  taught 
them  so  much ;  and  they  were  moved  by  a  sort 
of  vibration  of  the  excitement  round  them.  Lewis 
affected   them,  though  he  Avas   unaware  of  it, 
and  though  they  had  not  knoAAii  till  this  mo- 
ment that  any  change  had  taken  place  in  him, 
or  any  momentous  decision  been  made. 

The    young    pair    danced    a    little,   but    he 
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was  not  capable  of  this  amount  of  self-denial. 

'Do  yon  want  to  tlance  very  mncli?'  lie  said. 
'  Then  let  ns  go  and  find  a  quiet  corner,  and 
rest.' 

'  That  is  what  I  should  like,'  said  Lilias,  though 
she  had  said  to  her  other  suitors  that  she  wanted 
to  look  on.  '  I  am  tired  too.  1  never  thought  I 
should  have  had  as  many  balls  in  my  life.' 

'It  is  not  the  balls  we  have  had — but  the 
thought  that  this  is  the  last  which  troubles  me.' 

'Yes,'  said  Lilias,  'it  is  a  little  strange.  So 
long  as  it  has  been ;  and  then  all  to  come  to 
an  end.  But  everything  comes  to  an  end,'  she 
added,  after  a  moment.  A  more  trite  reflection 
could  not  l^e  ;  but  Shakespeare,  they  both  felt, 
could  not  have  said  anything  more  profoundly 
and  touchingly  true. 

'  Come  into  the  conservatory,'  ho  said.  '  It 
is  cool ;  and  there  will  be  nobody  there.' 

Lilias  raised  no  objection.  She  liked  the  idea 
that  there  Avould  be  nobody  there.  She  was 
quite  ready  to  be  talked  to,  ready  to  declare 
that  quiet  conversation  was,  in  certain  cases, 
preferable  to  dancing.  It  was  because  they 
had  both  danced  so  much,  Lilias  supposed. 

Heaven  and  earth!  He  w\as  so  much  dis- 
appointed, so  much  irritated,  that  he  could  have 
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taken  the  young  fellow  by  the  shoulders  and 
turned  him  out,  when  the  tittering  gul  would 
no  doubt  have  followed.  To  thhik  that  a 
couple  of  grinning  idiots  should  have  occupied 
that  place,  chatterers  who  had  nothing  to  say 
to  each  other  that  might  not  have  been  said 
in  the  fullest  glare  of  the  ball-room.  Lewis 
was  annoyed  beyond  description.  That  secret 
corner  commanded  eveiy  part  of  the  conser- 
vatory, though  it  was  itself  so  sheltered.  He 
could  not  Avalk  about  with  Lilias,  and  tell  her 
his  tale  under  the  spying  of  these  two  young- 
fools,  to  whom  an  e^^dent  courtship  would  have 
been  a  dehghtful  amusement.  He  was  so  distm'b- 
cd  that  he  could  not  conceal  it  from  Lihas,  who 
looked  at  him  with  a  little  anxiety,  and  asked, 
'  Ai-e  you  really  ill,  as  Margaret  says  V 
'  I  am  not  ill,  only  fretted  to  death.  I  wanted 
to  put  you  in  that  chair,  and  talk  to  you.  Does 
Margaret  really  take  any  interest  whether  I  am 
ill  or  not  V 

'  Oh,  a  great  deal  of  interest !  She  thinks  it 
her  duty  sometimes  to  look  severe,  but  there  is 
no  one  that  has  a  tenderer  heart.' 

'  But  not  to  me.     She  never  liked  me.' 
'  Oh,  how  can  you  say  so !'  Lilias  cried.     '  She 
likes  you — just  as  much  as  the  rest.' 
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Lewis  was  annoyed  more  than  it  was  possible 
to  say  by  the  appropriation  of  his  hermitage. 
And  now  the  unexpected  discovery  that  he  was 
an  object  of  interest  to  Margaret  canght  him,  as 
it  were,  by  the  throat. 

'  As  much — '  he  said,  with  a  sigh,  '  and  as 
httlc.  Will  anyone  remember  after  you  have 
been  gone  a  week?' 

'  I  suppose,'  said  Lilias,  '  that  you  will  still  bo 
dancing  and  dining,  and  driving  about  to  Rich- 
mond, and  going  everywhere — for  much  longer 
than  that,  till  the  season  is  well  over.' 

'  I  don't  know  what  I  may  do,'  he  said,  dis- 
consolately. '  That  does  not  depend  upon  me. 
But,  if  1  do,  it  Avill  be  without  my  heart.' 

Lilias  felt  a  great  strain  and  commotion  in 
her  own  bosom,  but  she  achieved  a  little  laugh. 

'Do  you  always  say  that  when  people  you 
know  are  going  aAvay  V 

He  was  angry,  he  Avas  miserable,  he  did  not 
know  what  he  was  saying.  Providence,  if  it 
was  fair  to  connect  those  tAvo  idiots  with  any 
great  agency,  had  prevented  him.  His  pro- 
gramme of  action  seemed  to  be  destroyed.  He 
could  not  ansAver  this  little  proA'ocation  Avith 
any  of  those  prefaces  of  the  truth  Avhich  Avould 
so   soon  have   brought  eA^erything  to   a   crisis 
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had  they  been  seated  together  under  the  pahus. 
He  said,  almost  shai-ply,  which  was  so  nnhke 
Lewis, 

'  You  must  go  away ;  that  is  a  Kttle  soil  of 
society.  You  would  not  have  said  so  at 
Murkley  last  year.' 

'  ]\Ir.  ]\ImTay  !'  cried  Lihas. 

The  tears  came  suddenly  to  her  eyes.  It  was 
as  if  he  had  struck  her  in  the  melting  of  her 
heai-t.  She  made  a  gulp  to  get  down  a  little 
sudden  sob,  like  a  child  that  has  been  met  with 
an  unexpected  check.    And  then  she  said,  softly, 

'  1  do  not  think  I  meant  it,'  with  a  look  of 
apology  and  wonder,  though  it  was  he  who 
ought  to  have  apologised.  But  he  did  not ; 
he  pressed  her  hand  close  to  his  side  almost 
unconsciously. 

'  Do  you  remember,'  he  cried,  '  that  lovely 
morning — was  there  ever  such  a  morning  out  of 
heaven  ?     The  river  and  the  bhds  just  waking, 

and  you  standing  in  the  bow If  it  could 

but  have  lasted ' 

'  It  lasted  long  enough,'  said  Liljas,  with  an 
effort.  '  It  began  to  get  cold ;  and  Katie  whisper- 
ing, whispering.  You  never  said  a  word  all  the 
time.' 

Again  he  pressed  her  hand  to  his  side. 
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'And  I  cauiiot  say  a  word  now,'  lie  said.  '  Let 
ns  go  back  and  dance,  or  do  something  that  is 
fooHsh ;  for  to  think  of  that  is  too  much.  And 
Margaret  takes  an  interest  in  me !  I  wish  she 
had  not  looked  at  me  so  kindly.  I  ^^^sh  you 
had  not  told  me  that.' 

'  1  think  you  are  a  little  crazy  to-night,'  Lilias 
said. 

Was  there  a  touch  of  disappointment  in  her 
tone  ?  Had  she  too  thought  that  something 
would  come  of  it?  And  the  last  night  Avas 
going,  Avas  gone — and  nothing  had  come. 
Heaven  confound  Alleuerly  and  all  such !  And 
]\Iargaret  to  take  an  interest  in  him !  But  for 
that  lawyer,  Margaret's  interest  would  have 
encouraged  Lewis.  Now  it  achieved  his  over- 
throw. Ho  was  busy  about  them  all  the  night, 
making  little  agitated  speeches  to  one  and  ano- 
ther, but  he  did  not  again  attempt  to  find 
the  seat  vacant  under  the  palms  in  the  con- 
servatory. He  gave  up  his  happier  plans,  his 
hopes  with  an  inward  gToan.  Whatever  was 
to  be  done  now,  must  be  done  in  the  eye  of  the 
day. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

MARGARET  was  in  the  act  of  adding  up 
her  bills,  and  counting  the  expenses  of 
the  season,  next  morning  when  Mr.  Allenerly 
was  shown  into  the  room.  She  rose  from  her 
chair,  and  gave  him  a  warm  welcome ;  for  he 
was  not  only  their  '  man  of  business,'  but  an 
old  friend  of  the  family.  She  asked  after  liis 
belongings,  and  if  Scotland  stood  where  it  did, 
as  is  the  use  of  compatriots  when  they  meet 
in  a  strange  country,  and  then  she  said,  though 
not  without  a  certain  keen  glance  of  curiosity, — 
for  the  visit  of  yoiu-  man  of  business  may  always 
have  something  important  lying  under  it,  how- 
ever innocent  it  appears, — 

'  You  will  just  have  come  to  this  great  big 
Vanity  Fair  of  a  place  to  divert  yourself,  like 
the  rest  of  us  V 

'  A  little  of  that — and  a  little  thought  of  busi- 
ness too.     Lawvers  have  such  an  ill  name  that 
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it  is  difficult  to  make  the  world  believe  wc  take 
sometimes  a  great  interest  in  our  clients,  and 
like  to  look  after  them.  But  my  diversion 
would  never  be  like  yours.  I  hear  there  has 
been  notliing  but  triumph  in  your  career.' 

'  Triumph  !  That  is  another  question.  You 
must  have  a  great  deal  of  money,  and  not 
much  sentiment,  I  should  say,  to  make  a  triumph 
in  London — but  Ave  were  not  thinking  of  any- 
thing of  that  kind.  We  have  had  some  very 
pleasant  society,  and  that  is  as  much  as  we 
wanted.' 

'  I  know  what  that  means,'  said  Mr.  Allenerly. 
'  I  have  heard  of  Miss  Lilias  ;  that  there  is  no- 
thing talked  about  but  the  young  Scots'  beauty, 
and  all  the  conquests  she  has  made.' 

'Toot!'  said  Margaret;  and  then  she  melted 
a  little,  '  Everybody  has  been  very  kind.  And 
we  have  seen  a  great  deal — more  than  I  ever 
expected,  such  quiet  people  as  we  are.  But 
as  for  triumph,  that  is  a  large  word.  Whatever 
it  has  been,  it  has  not  turned  her  head.' 

'  There  is  too  much  sense  in  it  for  that,'  said 
the  lawyer. 

'  The  sense  in  a  young  person's  head  of  her 
age  is  never  much  to  be  trusted  to.  But  she 
just  takes  everything,  the  monkey,  as  if  she  had 
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a  right  to  it,  and  that  is  a  greater  preservation 
than  sense  itself.' 

'  I  am  thinking,'  said  Mr.  Allenerly,  '  that, 
after  having  all  those  grandees  at  her  feet,  it 
Avill  be  ill  to  please  her  with  a  plain  Scots  lad.' 

Miss  Margaret  gave  him  another  keen  look, 
but,  though  she  had  a  great  deal  of  curiosity 
herself  as  to  his  meaning,  she  did  not  intend 
to  satisfy  his  cnriosity.  She  laughed,  accepting 
the  inference,  though  turning  over  in  her  mind 
at  the  same  tune  the  question  what  Scots  lad 
the  lawyer  could  be  thinking  of.  Not  long- 
Icggit  Philip,  it  was  to  be  hoped  ! 

'  There  is  no  hurry,'  she  said,  '  for  any  decision 
of  that  kind.' 

'  There  is  no  huny  on  her  side,'  said  Mr. 
Allenerly,  '  but  on  the  other  there  is  generally  a 
wish  for  an  answer.  So  that  I  was  thinking — 
But  you  will  stop  me,  if  there  is  any  absolute 
bar  in  the  way  of  what  I  was  going  to  take 
upon  me  to  say.' 

He  looked  at  her  with  much  keeimess  of 
inspection  too,  and  then*  eye»  met  like  two 
rival  knights,  ^dthout  much  advantage  on  either 
hand- 

'  I  can  scarcely  do  that,'  said  Mies  Margaret, 
'  till  I  know  what  it  is  you  are  going  to  say.' 
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Mr.  Allenerly  was  tolerably  satisfied  by  these 
preliminaries.  Had  there  been  any  approaching- 
brilliant  marriage  for  Lilias,  it  mnst  have  been 
somehow  revealed  to  him.     Ho  said, 

'  I  am  going  to  refer  to  events  in  the  past  that 
were  painful  at  the  time.  Things  have  come  to 
my  knowledge  that  have  made  me  wishful  to 
interfere.  There  is  a  person  who  was  once, 
Avithont  any  Avill  of  his,  an  instrument  of  "wrong* 
to  this  family.' 

'  Dear  me,  that  is  a  very  serious  beginning,' 
Miss  Margaret  said. 

'  And  it  will  be  more  serious  before  the  end. 
I  am  not  going  to  beat  about  the  bush  with  you. 
You  are  too  well  informed  and  have  too  much 
judgment  to  take  up  a  thing  hastily.  You  will 
remember.  Miss  Margaret,  all  the  vexation  and 
trouble  there  was  about  your  grandfather's  will.' 

'  Remember  it !  I  would  have  a  short  memory 
or  an  easy  mind  if  I  did  not  remember  all  about 
it.     It  is  not  three  years  since.' 

'  That  is  true  ;  and  there  was  a  great  deal  of 
vexation.  Such  a  thing,  when  it  arises  in  a 
family,  just  spreads  trouble.' 

'I  don't  know  what  you  call  vexation — that's 
an  easy  word.  It  was  just  burning  wi-ong,  and 
injustice,  and  injmy.     There  was  nothing  in  it 

VOL.  III.  M 
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that  was  not  liatefid  to  think  upon  and  bitter  to 
bear.  I  Avonder  that  anyone  who  wishes  well 
to  the  family  shonld  be  able  to  speak  of  it  in 
that  way.' 

'  And  yet  I  have  been  one  that  has  wished 
well  to  the  family — for  more  years  than  I  care 
to  reckon,'  the  lawyer  said. 

'  Grant  me  yom-  pardon,  Mr.  AUenerly  !  I  try 
to  put  it  out  of  my  mind  as  a  Christian  woman 
should ;  but,  when  I  think  of  it,  I  just  lose  my 
patience.  Vexation  !  it  was  just  a  bitter  wrong 
and  shame  all  the  ways  of  it,  both  to  him  that 
gifted  it  and  us  that  lost  it.' 

'  That  is  all  true — it  is  all  true  :  and  nobody 
Avould  suspect  me  of  making  little  of  it.  At  the 
same  time,  IMiss  ]\Iargaret,  I  vnW  own  that  there 
was  one  ,part  of  the  story  that  I  was  deceived 
in.  The  young  man  that  wi-ongously  got  this 
inheritance ' 

'  The  favourite,  the  foreign  swindler.' 

'  That  is  just  where  we  were  deceived,'  cried 
the  lawyer,  hastily  throwing  up  his  hand  as  if  to 

stop  tlie  invective.     '  The  young  man Miss 

Margaret,  if  you  will  have  a  little  patience ! 
Am  I  one  to  be  easily  convinced,  or  -^dthout 
chapter  and  verse  ?  You  have  called  me  a 
bundle  of  prejudice  before  now.     I  am  fond  of 
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notliing  foreign ;  au  intriguer  is  just  wliat  I  can- 
not abide.  Well,  but  tliis  young  man  was 
neither  foreign  nor  a  swindler.  He  was  not  to 
blame.  I  declare  it  to  you,  if  it  was  my  dying- 
word — he  was  not  to  blame.' 

Miss  Margaret  got  up,  and  began  to  pace  the 
little  room  in  great  excitement.  It  was  the 
little  back  room  attached  to  the  dining-room, 
and  was  very  small.  She  was  like  a  lion  in  a 
cage.  She  put  up  her  hand,  and  turned  away 
from  him  with  an  expression  of  resentment  and 
scorn. 

'  That  is  a  likely  thing  to  say  to  me  !' 
'  It  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  say  to  you — you 
will  grant  that ;  but  it  is  true.  He  was  yoimg, 
and  had  been  taken  by  Sir  Patrick  from  a  child ; 
he  was  an  orphan  and  friendless.  He  knew  no- 
thing about  the  Murrays.  He  did  not  even 
know  that  his  benefactor  had  any  cliildren.  He 
gave  up  the  best  of  his  life  to  nursing  and  tend- 
ing the  old  man.  A  woman  could  not  have 
been  kinder.  He  expected  nothing;  when  he 
heard  what  had  happened,  that  he  was  the  heh, 
he  thought  it  would  at  most  be  to  all  the  nick- 
nacks  and  the  gimcracks.  He  was  thunderstruck 
when  he  knew  what  it  was.  I  was  on  the  look- 
out for  deceptions,  and  I  thought  this  was  one. 

m2 


164  IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

I  will  not  deny  it,  I  was  of  jour  opinion.  You 
are  not  taking  any  notice  of  what  I  say.' 

'  On  the  contrary,'  said  ]\Iiss  Margaret,  A\dth  a 
laugh  of  disdain,  '  I  am  taldng  the  greatest 
notice  of  it.  And  how  did  you  come  to  change 
your  opinion  ?  He  must  be  a  clever  fellow,  this 
person,  to  get  over  a  Scotch  writer  too.' 

'  It  is  not  so  easy  to  get  over  a  Scotch  writer^ 
as  you  say,'  said  Mr.  AUenerly,  wiping  his  fore- 
head. '  What  got  over  me  was  just  experience 
of  the  lad.  I  have  had  a  gTeat  deal  to  do  with 
him.  What  ^vitli  letters  and  what  with  obser- 
vation, I've  come  to  Icnow  him.  It  is  not  that 
he's  difficult  to  know.  It  was  all  in  him  at  the 
first  glance,  but  I  could  not  beheve  it.  I  thought 
it  was  certain  he  must  be  a  deceiver.  But  he 
is  no  deceiver.  He  is  more  simple  than  the 
generality.  You  will  believe  me  or  you  v^Hl 
not  believe  me,  as  you  please ;  but  what  I  am 
saj'ing  is  true.' 

'  It  would  be  impossible  for  me  not  to  believe 
— that  you  are  speaking  what  you  think  the 
truth — just  as  impossible,'  said  ]\Iiss  Margaret, 
'  as  it  is  to  believe  that  this  is  the  truth.  Was 
the  old  man  doited  then  ?  was  he  mad  1  had  he 
lost  every  sense  of  what  was  due  to  those  that 
came  after  him  ?     Then  why  did  not  you,  a  man 
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of  the  law  like  you,  prove  him  so  ?  This  was 
what  I  never  understood,  for  my  part.' 

'  He  was  neither  mad  nor  doited,  but  knew 
what  he  was  doing  well,  or,  you  may  be  sure,  if 

there  had  been  any  proof 'There  was  no  undue 

influence ;  the  young  man  did  not  so  much  as 
know  what  there  was  to  leave,  or  if  there  was  a 
will  at  all.' 

'  This  is  a  very  likely  story,'  said  Margaret, 
with  a  grim  smile,  '  and  I  acknowledge,  at  all 
events,  that  there  is  a  kind  of  genius  in  making 
you  believe  it  all.' 

The  lawyer  gave  her  a  look  of  indignation 
and  anger,  but  restrained  himself  with  profes- 
sional power. 

'  The  General,'  he  said — '  you  will  forgive  me. 
Miss  Margaret :  far  be  it  from  me  to  say  a  word 
to  his  disadvantage — but  he  was  not  what  you 
Avould  call  a  dutiful  son.  There  was  no  ques- 
tion of  that,  you  will  say,  at  his  age — which  is 
true  enough.  And  Sir  Patrick  had  been  long 
abroad,  and  none  of  you  had  ever  gone  near 
him,  or  showed  any  interest  in  him.' 

'  How  could  we  V  cried  Margaret,  roused  to 
instant  self-defence.  '  Was  it  our  part  ?  We 
were  women,  never  stimug  from  home.  If  he 
had  held  up  a  finger — if  he  had  given  us  the 
least  invitation 
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'  And,  on  the  other  hand,  why  should  he  V 
said  the  lavs^yer.  '  He  had  a  land  of  son  of  his 
old  age  that  had  no  thought  but  his  comfort. 
Why  should  he  put  himself  out  of  the  way  to 
invite  liis  grandchildren,  that  cared  nothing 
about  him?  If  he  had  known  you  and  your 
sister,  or  if  he  had  seen  that  bonnie  creature, 
Miss  Lilias ' 

'  I  am  glad,'  cried  Margaret,  A-ehemently, '  that 
we  were  never  beguiled  to  travel  all  that  long 
way  and  put  ourselves  and  Lilias  into  competi- 
tion with  the  wriggling  creatui-e  you  call  the 
son  of  his  old  age — I  am  thankful  for  that  with 
all  my  heart.' 

'  Then  you  will  pardon  me  for  sa;jTng  you  are 
thankful  for  small  mercies,'  the  lawyer  said,  in  an 
indignant  tone.  They  paused,  both  eyeing  each 
other  for  the  moment  with  equal  displeasm-e  and 
breathing  quick  mth  excitement.  '  There  seems 
but  small  encouragement/  said  Mr.  Allenerly, 
with  that  air  of  compassionate  resignation  which 
is  so  irritating  to  an  antagonist,  '  for  the  rest 
that  I  had  to  say ;  for,  if  you  will  not  listen  to 
the  fii-st  part  of  my  story,  it  is  very  unlikely  that 
you  "«t11  put  up  with  the  second.' 

'  Oh,  say  on,  say  on !'  said  Miss  Margaret,  with 
an  afifectation  of  calm.     She  Avent  into  the  next 
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room  tlirougli  the  folding  doors,  and  brought 
back  her  knitting,  and  seated  herself  with  a 
serene  air  of  resignation  in  the  one  easy  chair 
Avliich  the  room  contained.  '  I  would  like  to 
hear  the  whole,'  she  said,  with  a  smile,  '  now 
that  we  are  on  the  subject.  It  is  a  pity  to  miss 
anything.  If  I  were  what  they  call  a  student 
of  human  natm-e,  it  would  be  just  a  grand 
amusement.  A  clever  man,  and  an  Edinburgh 
writer,  and  a  person  of  judgment,  telling  me 
what's  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  fairy  tale.' 

'  It  is  God's  truth,'  said  Mr.  AUenerly,  sternly, 
'  and  I  dare  any  man  to  prove  me  mistaken ; 
but  the  rest,  you  are  right,  it  is  like  a  fairy  tale. 
This  young  man,  finding,  after  his  first  astonish- 
ment at  being  a  rich  man  (he  was  astonished  to 
be  rich,  but  not  that  his  old  friend,  his  protec- 
tor, his  godfather,  as  he  called  him,  had  made  a 
will  in  his  favour,  which  was  the  most  natural 
thing )' 

'His — Avliat  did  he  call  him  f  Margaret -said, 
with  a  start,  looking  up. 

'  His  godfather — that  was  the  name  of  kuid- 
ness  between  them.' 

A  gleam  of  fierce  light  came  over  Margaret's 
face.  She  threw  down  her  knitting  and  clasped 
her  hands  forcibly  together. 
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'  All !'  she  cried,  in  the  tone  of  one  upon  whom 
a  sudden  hght  has  been  thrown  ;  then  she  said, 
'  Go  on  !  go  on  !'  with  an  angry  smile. 

'  I  say  he  was  sorely  astonished,  overcome  at 
first,  and  it  took  him  a  long  time  to  accustom  him- 
self to  it.  He  kncAv  nothing  abont  any  relations, 
and,  when  he  was  told  of  their  existence,  you'll 
excuse  me  for  saying  that  he  would  not  beHeve 
in  them — saying,  as  was  quite  natm-al,  that  no- 
body ever  came  near  the  old  man,  that  he  was 
quite  alone  in  the  Avorld.  But  we  have  already 
discussed  that  question.  I  let  him  knoA\^,  how- 
ever, that  it  was  true,  and  it  made  a  great  im- 
pression on  him.  For  one  thing,  it  wounded  him 
in  his  love  for  old  Sir  Patrick :  for,  after  hearing 
that,  he  could  not  regard  him  as  just  the  perfect 
being  he  had  supposed.' 

'  That  was  a  very  delicate  distress,  Mr.  Allen- 
erly,'  ]\Iargaret  said,  with  fine  sarcasm. 

'  He  had  a  very  delicate  mind,  as  you  shall 
see,'  ■  said  the  lawyer,  equally  caustic.  '  The 
second  thing  was  that  he  conceived  a  grand 
idea  of  setting  the  wrong  right.  ^  He  heard  that 
the  heii-s  were  all  ladies,  and  his  determination 
was  taken  in  a  moment — it  Avas  Avithout  any 
thought  of  pleasing  himself,  or  question  AAdiether 
they  Avere    old    or    young — ^just   to   come    to 
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Scotland  and   offer  liimself  to    one   of    them.' 

Margaret  rose  from  her  seat  with  a  start  of 
energy.  She  flung  her  knitting  from  lier  in  the 
fervour  of  her  feehngs. 

'  There  is  no  need  to  say  any  more,'  she 
cried,  vehemently,  '  not  another  word.  I  know 
who  your  friend  is  now.  I  know  who  he  is. 
Lord  in  lieaven  !  that  I  should  have  been  one  of 
the  credulous  too  !' 

'  If  you  knoAv  who  he  is,  there  is  the  less 
need ' 

'  Not  another  w^ord,'  she  cried,  putting  up  her 
hand,  'not  another  word.  To  think  that  I 
should  have  been  taken  in  too !  Oh !  I  see  it 
all  now.  I  might  have  thought  Avhat  was  the 
motive  that  made  him  so  keen  after  one  of  us. 
Jean  first,  and,  Avlien  that  would  not  do,  Lilias. 
Lilias !  as  if  I  AA'ould  give  my  child,  my  darling, 
the  apple  of  my  eye,  to  a  man  of  straw,  a  man 
of  nothing,  a  man  that  has  just  her  money  and 
nothing  more.  And  so  that  was  what  it  Avas  ! 
and  me  trying  to  find  out  Avhat  Murrrays  he 
was  come  of.  Man  !'  she  cried,  turning  upon  the 
lawyer  Avith  a  movement  which  resembled  the 
stamping  of  her  foot  in  passion.  '  Oh,  man  !  why 
did  you  let  me  be  humbled  so  V 

'  Miss  Margaret ! — is  that  all  you  Avill  say  V 
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'  AVhat  more  is  there  to  say  ?  I  am  limnbled 
to  the  dust — I  am  just  proved  a  fool,  which  is  a 
bitter  thing  for  a  woman  to  put  up  with.  I 
have  had  him  in  my  house,  I  have  let  him 
come  and  go.  I  have  accepted  favours  at  his 
hands.  Lord !'  cried  Miss  Margaret  again,  in 
passionate  excitement,  clasping  her  hands  to- 
gether, '  it  is  all  his  doing.  I  see  it  now.  It  is 
just  all  his  doing.  It  is  he  that  brought  these 
fine  folk  here.  He  got  the  invitations  for  us 
that  he  might  meet  her.  He  has  been  at  the 
bottom  of  ever}^i:hing.  And  I — I  have  been  a 
fool — a  fool !  and  would  never  have  seen  through 
it  till  doomsday,  and  was  getting  to  be  fond  of — 
Oh !'  she  cried,  stamping  her  foot  on  the  gToimd, 
unable  to  contain  herself,  '  is  this  me,  Margaret, 
that  have  always  had  such  an  opinion  of  myself? 
and  now  I  am  just  humbled  to  the  ground !' 

'  There  is  httle  occasion  for  being  humbled — 
if  you  never  do  anji;hing  less  -wise ' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,'  she  cried  ;  '  oh !  hold 
your  tongue.  It  has  been  a  scheme,  a  plot,  a 
conspiracy  from  the  beginning.  >I  see  through 
it  aU  now,  Mr.  Allenerly,  I  beg  yom-  pardon. 
If  I  am  ill-bred  to  you,  it  is  just  that  there  is 
more  than  I  can  bear !' 

'  Be  as  ill-bred  as  you  please,  if  that  is  any 
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ease  to  you ;  but,  Miss  Margaret,  bo  just.  You 
are  a  just  woman.  Oh !  think  what  you  are 
doing.  You  are  not  one  to  givoAvayto  a  sudden 
passion.' 

'  I  am  just  one  to  give  way  to  passion !  What 
else  should  I  do  ?  Would  you  have  me  to  take 
it  like  a  matter  of  business,  or,  maybe,  thank 
your  fiiend  for  his  good  intentions,'  she  cried, 
with  a  laugh  of  anger.  They  both  belonged  to 
a  race  and  class  which  forbids  such  demonstra- 
tions of  feehng ;  but  righteous  wrath  is  ahvays 
exempted  from  the  range  of  those  sentiments 
which  are  to  be  kept  under  control. 

While  this  interview  was  going  on,  Lewis  was 
passing  through  a  strange  revolution,  a  sort  of 
volcanic  crisis  such  as  had  never  happened  in 
his  life  before.  He  had  not  been  trained  to 
thought,  nor  was  that  his  tendency.  He  had 
all  his  life  taken  things  as  they  came  :  au  jour  le 
jour  had  been  his  simple  philosophy,  a  maxim 
which  may  be  the  most  sublime  Christianity  or 
the  most  reckless  folly.  In  his  case  it  was 
neither,  but  rather  the  easy  temperament  of  a 
simple  nature,  always  able  to  reconcile  itself  to 
the  circumstances  of  the  moment,  finding  more 
or  less  enjojmient  in  everything  that  happened, 
and  very  little  pre-occupied  with  its  own  per- 
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sonality  at  all.  A"  prndeut  young  man  would 
have  been  concerned  as  to  what  was  to  happen 
to  him  after  Sh-  Patrick's  death,  when  his 
luxurious  home  would  be  broken  up,  and  he 
himself,  A\athout  profession  or  property,  thrown 
upon  the  world ;  but  Lewis  had  given  the  matter 
no  thought  at  all,  with  an  easy  confidence  of 
always  finding  bread  and  Idndness,  which  both 
the  circumstances  of  liis  hfe  and  the  disposition 
of  his  friends  had  fostered.  Afterwards,  when 
he  found  himself  Sir  Patrick's  heir  and  a  man  of 
fortune,  he  accepted  that  too  with  surprise,  but 
an  easy  reconciliation  of  all  confused  matters, 
which,  had  he  contemplated  the  subject  in  all 
its  lights,  would  have  been  impossible.  It  was 
only  by  degTces  that  he  woke  to  the  other  side 
of  the  question,  the  position  of  the  despoiled 
hehs.  Then,  the  reader  of  this  history  is  aware, 
his  resolution  had  been  uncompromising.  He 
had  not  thought  of  his  own  satisfaction  at  all. 
Ha^dng  come  to  the  decision  that  Sii-  Patrick's 
heiress,  or  at  least  one  of  Sir  Patrick's  heiresses, 
•should  have  back  the  inheritance  in  the  only 
way  that  occurred  to  him  as  practicable,  he 
had  set  about  it  at  once  in  the  most  straight- 
forward manner  possible.  He  had  been  ready 
to  subordinate  his  own  feelings,  to  consider  only 
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tlio  question  of  duty.  In  every  Avay  tliat  bad 
seemed  possible  to  him  lie  had  pvu-sued  this 
object.  When  it  happened,  in  pnrsnit  of  this 
duty,  that  love  stepped  in,  dazzling  and  bewil- 
dering-, yet  intensifying  to  the  highest  degree 
his  previous  purpose,  it  had  been  a  boon  from 
heaven,  a  blessing  upon  that  purpose  rather 
than  a  new  object.  It  seemed  to  him  another 
proof  that  he  was  born  under  a  happy  star,  that 
the  one  woman  in  the  world  whom  he  desired 
to  marry  should  also  be  the  one  in  the  w^orld 
with  whom  it  Avas  his  duty  to  share  everything 
that  was  his.  It  was  this  that  made  all  methods 
seem  lawdul  to  him,  and  had  stin-ed  him  to 
the  intention,  which  was  contrary  to  all  his  pre- 
judices, of  obtaining,  if  possible,  her  assent  to 
his  suit,  without  the  previous  knowledge  or 
even  against  the  Avish  of  her  family — the 
Enghsh  way — the  way  that  Philip  Stormont 
and  Katie  Seton,  and  indeed  everybody  about 
thought  legitimate.  But  noAv  for  the  first  time 
Lewis  had  been  diiven  out  of  his  easy  philo- 
sophy. Mr.  Allenerly's  stern  conception  of 
honom-,  the  new  hght  upon  the  whole  subject 
that  had  been  thrown  by  the  lawyer's  lantern, 
had  found  those  openings  in  the  young  man's 
mind  which  a  neAv  and  deeper  sentiment  than 
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any  lie  bad  ever  known  had  opened  in  liim. 
The  natural  affections  may  be  ever  so  warm 
and  lovely  without  starthng  the  soul  into  any 
new  awakening.  Full  of  friendship,  full  of 
kindness,  he  had  been  all  his  life  more  prone  to 
serve  and  help  than  even  to  enjoy :  but  when 
a  gi-eat  primary  passion,  one  of  the  elementary 
principles  of  life,  goes  down  into  the  depths 
of  innocent  natm-e,  the  oiFect  is  different.  It  is 
hke  the  Di\ane  life,  when  that  enters  into  a 
soul,  bringing  not  peace  but  a  sword. 

The   year  which  had  elapsed   since   he   left 
]\Im'kley  had  been  a  peiiod  of  chaos  and  doubt. 
He  had  been  without  any  ray  of  distinct  guid- 
ance, looking  vaguely  to   the  chances  of  the 
futm-e.     Since  he  came  to  town  and  had  seen 
Lilias  again,  his  whole  mind  had  been  occupied 
in  her  service,  in  devising  means  for  her  enter- 
tainment and  success,  but  also  in  secm-ing  op- 
portunities for  himself,  and  in  conspuing  vnth 
everybody  who  knew  him,  and  would  help  him, 
for  the  gloiiiication  of  his  heroine.     And  in  fact, 
dming  the  most  of  this  period,  simple  love  had 
carried    him   away   on    its    current.      He   had 
thought  of  no  rational  obstacles  or  difficulties, 
but  only  of  herself.     Her  looks,  her  words,  the 
way  in  which  she  took  his  arm,  a  glance  sur- 
prised in  the  course  of  an  evening  had  occupied 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  175 


o 


liim  to  the  complete  exchision  of  everything 
else.  The  approach  of  the  critical  moment 
when  all  must  be  decided  had  raised  the  whole 
being  of  Le^vis  into  an  atmosphere  of  passion. 
The  crisis  affected  liis  mind  as  well  as  his 
feelings,  and  qiuckened  liis  intelligence  as  it 
developed  his  heart.  When  that  clear,  cold 
lantern  of  good  sense  in  ]\Ir.  Allenerly's  hand 
flashed  upon  the  confused  scene,  the  light 
effected  in  an  instant  what  previous  months  had 
not  effected.  He  began  to  see  that  liis  own 
easy  way  was  impossible.  It  would  have  been 
so  much  happier,  so  much  less  complicated ! 
but  it  was  impossible.  He  could  not  even,  as 
has  been  seen,  when  the  moment  came,  attempt 
to  solve  everything  in  that  easy  Avay.  Sailing 
over  the  surface  would  do  no  longer.  He  had 
to  go  down  into  the  heart  of  things,  to  question 
the  depths,  and  see  what  answer  was  in.  them. 
He  began  to  ask  himself  what  was  the  ques- 
tion which  he  had  skimmed  over  from  the 
beginning,  which  he  had  so  often  attempted 
to  settle  by  natural  compromises,  by  pleas- 
ant expedients,  as  was  his  nature '?  When  self 
is  imperious  in  such  a  nature,  necessity  brings 
forth  treachery  and  guile.  But  to  Lewis  self 
was  never  in  the  foreground,  even  in  love, 
where  self-will  has  a  kind  of  justification,  and 


176  IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

indulgence  has  an  aii-  of  duty ;  it  was  not  bis 
nature  to  put  it  forward,  and  truth  was  dear 
to  him  wherever  he  saw  it.  He  began  to  think, 
ahnost  for  the  first  time  in  his  hfe. 

And  the  fii'st  result  of  this  process  is  seldom 
a  pleasant  one.     When  he  had  put  the  ladies 
into  their  carriage  on  that  last  night,  or  rather 
morning — for  the  dawn  was  blue  in  the  streets, 
and  London  was  coming  slowly  into  sight  out  of 
the  darkness,  with  lamps  burning  unearthly  in 
a  light  far  more  potent  than  theirs — Lewis  put 
his  hat  on  his  head,  and  set  out  on  a  wonderful 
walk,  which  he  remembered  all  his  hfe.     The 
market  carts,  all  fresh  and  ahve,  and  somewhat 
chilly  with  their  start  before  the  day ;  the  carn- 
ages, mth  a  jaded  air,  horses  and  people  alike, 
white   bmidles  of  (h-apery  huddled  up  ^\athin 
them,    and    their  lamps  flickering  like  impish 
eyes ;  the  houses  all  asleep  in  long  blanlc  lines, 
closed  to  every  influence ;  the  Park  lying  dewy 
and  still,  without  a  speck  of  hfe  upon  it,  gave 
a  .kind  of  imnatural  background,  famihar  yet 
strange  to  his  thoughts.     It  might  have  been 
the  extraordinary  character  of  these  thoughts 
that  had  thus  altered  the  aspect  of  the  visible 
world,  in  itself  so  well  knoTvna.     He  assisted  at 
the  spectacle  of  the  great  city's  awaking,  as  he 
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walked    on   and    on ;    the    parks   always   lying- 
in  the  midst  of  the  scene,  shut  up,  and  silent, 
and   inaccessible,  the  early  sun  sweeping  over 
them  unbroken  by  any  human  shadow,  in  the 
midst   of  the   growing  life  and  motion,  like  a 
haven  which  was  not  to  be  attained,  the  always 
possible  Eden,  open  -to  the  longing  vision,  but 
guarded  from  the  eager  step,  which  tantalises 
most  existences.     His  mind  got  only  more  con- 
fused, a  greater  whirl  of  imperfect  thinking  was 
about  him   as  he  hurried  along,  receiving   all 
these  external  objects  distractedly  into  the  fer- 
ment in  his  brain.     It  was  full  day,  nearly  six 
o'clock,  when  he  got  home,  and  threw  himself 
on  his  bed  rmnaturally  iu  the  sunshine.     But  it 
^vas  not  to  sleep.     Thinking  was  so  new  a  pro- 
cess to  Lewis  that  he  felt  as  if  some  new  jarring 
machinery  had  been  set  up  in  his  brain,  and  the 
whirl  of  the   unaccustomed  wheels  made  him 
giddy,  and  took  away  all  consciousness  of  men- 
tal progress.     He   seemed   to  be  in   the    same 
place,  beating  a  painful  round,  with  the  whirl 
and  the  movement  and  confusion,  but  nothing- 
else,  in  his  bewildered  brain.     He  must   have 
slept,  though  he  was  scarcely  aAvare  of  it,  late 
into  the  morning.     But  when  he  was  disturbed 
by  the  entrance  of  his  servant,  and  sprang  up 
VOL.  in.  N 
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suddenly  iuto  full  consciousness  and  life,  tlie 
iirst  flash  of  self-recollection  revealed  to  him  a 
resolution  formed  and  perfect.  Where  had  it 
come  from  ?  Had  the  wheels  been  working- 
while  ho  slept,  and  ground  it  out "?  had  some- 
thing above  earth  whispered  it  to  him  out  of 
the  unseen?  He  was  almost  afraid,  when  he 
saw  it  lookmg  him,  as  it  were,  in  the  face,  a 
something  separate  from  himself,  a  definite  thing, 
resolved  and  certain.  It  was  not  there  when  he 
had  come  in ;  Avhere  had  it  come  from  ?  He 
sprang  up  into  the  consciousness  of  a  new  world, 
a  new  life,  a'  changed  order  of  things,  as  well  as 
a  new  day. 

When  Mr.  xlllenerly  came  in  about  an  hour 
after,  Lewis  met  him  with  a  pale  and  somewhat 
jaded  aspect  not  inappropriate  to  a  man  who 
had  been  up  all  night,  the  lawyer  thought,  but 
also  subdued  and  grave  as  of  one  whose  reflec- 
tions had  not  been  of  a  happy  kind.  The  lawyer 
came  in,  himself  very  serious,  with  the  painful 
sense  that  his  mission  was  to  quash  all  the  hopes 
and  make  an  end  of  all  the,  plans  which  the 
other  had  been  making  himself  happy  in  form- 
ing. He  sat  down  at  the  table  on  which  Lewis' 
brealdast  stood  untouched,  without  a  word. 
The  sight  of  this  partly  reduced  his  sympathy 
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for  Lewis,  for  there  was  an  air  of  dissipation 
about  it  which  displeased  his  orderly  mind. 
Perhaps,  notwithstanding  all  the  advantages  of 
the  arrangement,  a  young  man  who  had  not 
breakfasted  at  twelve  o'clock  was  scarcely  a  fit 
husband  for  LiHas  Murray,  or  one  in  whose 
hands  her  happiness  would  be  sure.  He  sat  down 
and  looked  at  Le^vis  with  a  disapproving  eye. 

'  You  are  very  late,'  he  said.  '  I  will  soon  be 
thinking  of  my  lunch  ;  but  I  suppose  you  were 
up  till  all  the  hours  of  the  night.' 

'  I  don't  think  I  have  slept  at  all,'  said  Lewis, 
'  I  have  been  thinldng.  Stop  and  hear  me  first. 
I  know  by  your  face  what  you  are  going  to  say. 
But  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  what  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to.  One  way  or  other,  it  could 
have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Our  talk  yesterday 
turned  me  all  outside  in.  I  never  had  thought 
it  over  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  before.' 

'You  must  form  no  rash  resolution,'  Mr. 
AUenerly  said. 

'  It  is  the  least  rash  I  have  ever  formed.  1 
suppose  I  am  not  given  to  thinking.  And,  if  it 
is  wrong,  it  is  you  who  have  set  me  on  this  way,' 
Lewis  said,  with  a  wistful  sort  of  fatigued  smile. 
'  Now,  before  you  say  anything,  have  patience 
and  hear  me  out.' 

N  2 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THERE  were  many  circumstances  to  add  ta 
the  passionate  annoyance  and  irritation 
with  which  Margaret  became  aware  of  the  de- 
ception, as  she  conceived  it,  of  which  she  had 
been  the  ^actim.  She  saw  now  a  hrmdred  indi- 
cations by  which  she  onght  to  have  been  able 
to  make  sure  from  the  beginning  who  and  what 
the  stranger  was :  his  sudden  appearance  at 
Murkley,  a  place  calculated  to  attract  nobody, 
Avhich  even  'those  touiist-cattle,'  who  roused 
Miss  Margaret's  wrath,  had  left  out,  where  no- 
body came  but  for  the  fishing ;  his  anxiety  to 
secure  their  acquaintance,  to  recommend  hun- 
self  to  them,  his  suit  to  Miss  Jean,  so  unhke  any- 
thing that  had  ever  come  in  the  way  of  the 
sisters  before,  even  his  conversations,  of  which 
she  recollected  now  disjointed  scraps  and  frag- 
ments quite  enough  to  have  betrayed  him. 
Twice  over  had  ho  come  to  her  to  explain  his 
wishes ;  the  last  time,  she  believed  now  (though 
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that  was  a  mistake),  that  he  had  meant  to 
confess  everything.  And  she  wonkl  not  hsten 
to  him.  Well,  that  was  all  honest  enough ; 
it  had  not  been  a  wilful  attempt  to  de- 
ceive her  on  his  part :  but  yet  she  had  been 
completely  deceived.  How  blind  she  had 
been !  Had  it  not  been  plain  to  every  eye  but 
hers  ?  Had  the  Setons  suspected  something  ? 
Had  Jean  known  anything '?  Was  it  possible — 
Margaret  started  up  and  rang  the  bell  with 
great  vehemence.  She  was  so  little  in  tlie 
habit  of  doing  this  that  it  brought  Simon  rush- 
ing from  below  and  Susan  flying  from  above, 
and  Miss  Jean  in  consternation  to  listen  at  the 
head  of  the  stairs. 

'  Is  my  sister  ill  V  Jean  said,  trembling  with 
apprehension. 

'  She  would  like  if  you  would  go  and  speak 
to  her,  mem,'  said  Susan,  who  had  outstripped 
the  heavier-footed  man.  Simon  was  standing- 
ready  to  open  the  door  for  her  into  the  little 
room  in  which  JMargaret  was  sitting. 

'  Is  my  sister  ill  V  she  asked  again. 

'  I  reckon,  mem,  that  something  is  wrong,' 
Simon  said,  in  his  deliberate  voice. 

'  There  is  notliing  wrong  with  me,'  said  Miss 
Margaret.     '  Sit  down,  sit  down,  and  make  no 
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fuss,  if  yon  will  not  drive  me  doited  :  I  am  w^ell 
enongli.  Bnt  tliere  is  a  matter  to  be  cleared  up 
between  you  and  me.  Will  you  tell  me  frankly, 
Jean,  eye  to  eye,  what  you  know  about  this 
young  ]\Iui-ray  that  has  just  been  haunting  our 
house  V 

'  About  Mr.  Mm-ray  V  said  Jean,  looking  more 
gTiilty  than  ever  criminal  looked,  innocent  guilt 
faltering  and  ready  to  betray  itself  in  every  line 
of  her  face. 

'  Just  about  I\Ir.  ]\IuiTay.  I  have  said  always 
he  was  of  no  kent  Murrays — were  you  in  this 
secret  all  the  time,  you,  my  sister,  the  other 
part  of  me  ?  Oh  !  Jean,  was  this  well  done  ?  I 
can  read  it  in  youi-  face.  You  were  in  his  secret 
all  the  time.' 

'  Margaret !  Avhat  do  you  call  his  secret  V  the 
culprit  said. 

She  was  of  the  paleness  of  ashes,  and  sat 
twisting  her  fingers  nervously  together,  feehng 
her  treachery,  her  untruth  to  her  first  allegiance, 
weigh  upon  her  hke  something  intolerable.  Her 
very  eyelids  quivered  as  she  stole  a  glance  at 
Margaret's  face. 

'  Do  you  mean  his  secret  at  JMurkley,'  poor 
Miss  Jean  said,  breathless,  '  or  his  secret — here  V 

]\Iargaret  laughed  loud.      The  tones  in  this 
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laugh  were  indescribable — wrath,  and  scorn,  and 
derision,  and  underneath  all  a  pitiful  complaint. 

'  It  is  evident  you  are  further  ben  than  me, 
for  I  know  of  but  one  secret,'  she  said,  'but  we'll 
take  them  in  succession,  if  you  please.' 

'  Oh !  Margaret,'  said  poor  Jean,  trembling, 
'  was  there  any  harm  in  it  ?  There  was  harm 
in  me,  perhaps,  but  what  in  him  ?  For  who 
could  see  Lilias  and  not  be  in  love  with  her'? 
And  then,  when  he  saw  us  in  London  just  a 
little  forlorn,  and  knowing  so  few  folk,  and  him 
that  had  everybody  at  his  beck  and  call ' 

'  Him  that  had  everybody  at  his  beck  and 
call — Yes? — and  then?     He  took  pity  upon  us, 

and What  are  you  meaning  ?     Our  friends  in 

London,'  said  Margaret,  Avith  dignity,  forgetting 
hoAv  she  had,  by  the  light  of  Mr.  AUenerly's 
statement,  glimpsed  the  truth  on  this  point  as 
well  as  on  others,  '  are  persons  we  have  met  at 
other  friends'  houses  in  the  ordinary  way  of 
society.  There  was  nobody  came  to  me  from 
him,  except  just  perhaps  that  old  duchess  avIio 
takes  you  to  the  music.  Yom*  friend's  compas- 
sion, Jean,  I  think,  might  have  been  spared.' 

'  Oh,  Margaret !'  faintly  said  the  accused  at 
the  bar. 

'What  do  you  mean  by  "  Oh,  Margaret"  ? — is 
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it  not  true  that  I  say  ?  What  chd  it  advantage 
US,  I  ask  yon,  that  this  young  lad  had  every- 
body, as  you  say,  at  his  beck  and  cain' 

Jean  gave  a  deprecatory,  wistful  glance  at 
her  sister,  and  said  nothing — but  it  was  the  look 
of  one  that  had  a  great  deal  to  say :  and  there 
was  that  mixture  of  pity  in  it  hj  which  Margaret 
had  been  moved  to  a  passing  wonder  before. 

'  What  did  he  ever  do,'  she  repeated,  scorn- 
fully, '  when  he  saw  us,  as  you  say,  forlorn  in 
London,  and  knowing  few  folk  ?  It  is  a  pretty 
description,  but  I  cannot  recognise  it  as  a  pic- 
ture of  me,'  Margaret  said,  with  a  laugh  of 
resentment.  The  conviction  that  had  flashed 
upon  her  concerning  their  life  in  London  had 
been  intolerable,  and  she  had  pushed  it  from 
her.  She  was  ready  now  to  resist  to  despera- 
tion any  suggestion  that  Lewis  had  served  them 
in  society,  or  been  instrumental  in  opening  to 
them  so  many  fashionable  houses.  The  con- 
sciousness in  her  mind  that  this  was  so,  gave 
heat  and  passion  to  her  determination  to  ignore 
it,  and  gave  a  bravado  of  denial  to  her  ton^e. 
'  All  this,'  she  added,  '  is  nothing,  nothing  to  the 
main  subject ;  but,  as  we  are  on  it,  let  us  be 
done  Avith  it.  What  lias  your  friend  done  for 
us  ? — I  am  at  a  loss  to  know.' 
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Jean  was  in  a  terrible  strait,  and  knew  not 
what  to  do.  She  was  divided  between  lier 
desire  to  do  justice  to  LeA\as  and  her  desire  to 
save  Margaret  pain.  She  hesitated,  ahnost  pre- 
varicated in  her  anxiety,  bnt  at  last  the  story 
burst  forth.  The  Greek  ball,  tlio  beginning 
of  all,  Margaret  had  firmly  beheved  all  along, 
was  a  homage  to  the  importance  of  the  Miss 
Murrays  of  Murkley,  a  natural  acknowledgment 
of  their  claims  to  be  considered.  She  could  not 
help  remembering  the  change  that  had  occurred 
in  the  aspect  of  affairs  from  the  moment  that 
Lewis  had  appeared  on  the  scene,  but  the  invi- 
tation for  wliicli  she  had  wished  so  nnich,  and 
the  others  that  flowed  from  it,  Margaret  had 
endeavom-ed  to  believe  were  natural :  at  least  the 
first — she  had  always  clung  to  that.  But  when 
Jean's  story,  extracted  in  fragments,  Avith  many 
a  protestation  and  many  an  unintended  admis- 
sion, fell  upon  her  ears,  the  sudden  disenchant- 
ment was  terrible.  To  think  that  everything 
was  his  doing  from  beginning  to  end,  that  he, 
this  upstart,  this  minion,  this  foreign  favourite, 
should  have  been  able  to  open  the  doors  of 
fashion  to  those  whom  he  had  so  injured  and 
supplanted,  whose  chief  enemy  he  was  I  Was 
it  to  humiliate  them  still  more,  to  smite  them 
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down  into_  deeper  abasement,  to  triumph  over 
them  in  every  way  ?  The  pang  which  it  gave 
Margaret  was  too  bitter  for  speech.  There  had 
been  an  appeal  made  to  hun,  and  in  his 
magnanimity — that  easy  magnanimity  of  the 
conqueror — he  had  responded  to  the  appeal,  and 
had  taken  compassion  upon  them.  It  was  a 
bitter  pill  for  a  proud  woman  to  swallow.  Jean 
had  appealed  to  him,  and  he  had  been  kind — oh  ! 
these  were  the  words.  He  had  been  kind  to 
the  poor  country  ladies,  and  no  doubt  present- 
ed them  as  originals,  out  of  whom  a  httle  amuse- 
ment could  be  had,  to  his  fine  friends.  Margaret 
would  not  even  tell  her  sister,  with  -w-hom  she 
Avas  indignant  beyond  all  possibiHty  (she  thought) 
of  forgiveness,  what  she  had  heard  this  morning. 
Her  mortification,  her  sense  of  having  been 
tricked  and  cheated,  was  too  great :  the  only 
thing  she  could  think  of  was  to  turn  her  back 
upon  this  hated  place  with  all  its  delusions. 

'  I  am  just  sick  of  London,'  she  said ;  '  my  very 
heart  is  sick.  Get  your  packing  done  this 
afternoon.  I  will  not  spend  another  day  here. 
I  think  Ave  Avill  go  home  to-night.' 

'  To-night  i'  cried  Jean,  with  dismay.  To 
oppose  a  decision  of  Margaret  Avas  impossible, 
and  she  felt  guilty,  and  Avouuded,  and  miserable, 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  187 

out  of  favour,  out  of  heart.  But  yet  to  bo 
obliged  to  cut  off  her  httlc  leave-taldugs,  and 
not  to  see  hmi,  the  cause  of  all  this,  the  friend 
who  had  been  so  kind,  so  tender,  so  eager  to 
carry  out  all  her  wishes,  was  very  hard.  And 
even  to  travel  at  night  was  alarming  and  terrible 
to  Miss  Jean :  she  thought  the  dangers  of  the  way 
were  doubled  by  the  darkness,  and  that  very 
likely  there  would  be  a  railway  accident.  '  It  is 
very  sudden,'  she  said.  '  Oh !  Margaret,  I  know 
you  are  ill-pleased  at  me.  I  am  sorry — sorry !  if 
1  have  done  Avhat  was  foolish,  it  was  ^vith  a 
good  intention ;  but  will  you  change  all  our 
plans  just  for  that,  only  for  that  ?' 

'  Only  for  that !'  said  Margaret.  '  Only  for 
what  is  burnt  in  on  mo  in  shame,  and  should  on 
you  still  more,  if  you  had  the  heart — to  have 
been  indebted  to  our  enemy,  to  have  sought  the 
help  of  him,  if  there  had  not  been  another  man 
in  the  world,  that  should  have  been  the  last ' 

'  Oh !  Margaret,'  cried  poor  Miss  Jean,  '  you 
are  unjust.  You  are  cruel.  He  is  nobody's 
enemy.  You  may  think  him  not  good  enough 
for  Lilias, — for  who  would  seem  good  enough 
for  Lilias  to  you  and  me  ? — but  an  enemy  he  is 
none.  Oh,  no  enemy,  but  a  friend  :  or  more  like 
a  son,  a  brother.' 
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Margaret  rose  with  a  stern  intensity  of  tone 
and  look  that  made  her  sister  tremble. 

'  Do  you  know  who  this  friend  is,'  she  said, 
grimly,  '  this  brother,  this  lover,  this  benefactor  ? 
His  name  is  not  ]\Inrray,  but  Lewis  Grantley, 
a  name  you  have  heard  before.  He  is  your 
grandfather's  heir.  He  has  gotten  the  inherit- 
ance of  Lihas.  And  now,  seeing  she  is  a  lovelier 
thing  even  than  the  inheritance,  this  creature  of 
nothing,  this  subtile  serpent,  this  -pYactiser  upon 
an  old  man's  weakness,  would  have  her  too.' 

Jean  had  risen  also,  Mnth  eyes  full  of  horror, 
in  the  extremity  of  her  astonishment.  She  lift- 
ed her  arms,  she  opened  her  lips  to  cry  out,  but 
no  sound  came.  She  stood  an  image  of  dumb 
consternation  and  misery  gazing  at  her  sister. 
No  doubt  of  Jean's  innocence  from  all  comphcity 
in  the  secret  could  be  entertained  by  anyone 
who  saw  her.  She  stood  dumb,  staring  at  Mar- 
garet for  some  minutes.  Then  her  breast  began 
to  labour  with  choking  sobs. 

'  Oh  !  no,  no.  Oh  !  no,  no — no,  no,'  she  ran 
on,  unable  to  restrain  herself.  It  Vas  a  protest 
Avhich  was  pitiful,  like  the  cry  of  a  dumb  crea- 
ture unable  to  articulate.  Hysterics  were  un- 
known in  the  family,  and  ]\Iargaret  was  alarm- 
ed.    It  subdued  her   anger  in   a   moment,  and 
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relieved  her  own  oppressed  and  excited  miud  hj 
giving  her  a  new  subject  of  concern.  She  put 
Jean  into  the  easy-chair,  and  brought  her  wine, 
and  soothed  her :  in  the  midst  of  which  process 
Lihas  came  into  the  room,  all  fresh  and  radiant, 
untouched  by  any  darker  knowledge. 

'  Just  run  aAvay,  my  dear,  Jean  is  not  very 
Avell.  I  want  her  to  stay  quite  quiet  just  for 
two  or  three  minutes,  and  then  she  will  come 
to  you  upstairs.' 

'  But  why  should  I  run  away  ?  Let  me  take 
care  of  her,  Margaret.  How  pale  she  is !'  cried 
Lilias,  in  alarm. 

'  There  is — no — nothing  the  matter  with  me,' 
said  Jean,  tremulously,  making  shift  to  smile,  and 
waving  her  hand  to  her  darling.  '  I'll  be  better 
— in  two  or  three  minutes.' 

'  Just  run  away,  my  clear,'  Margaret  repeated  : 
and  Lilias,  as  she  was  told,  ran  away,  in  con- 
siderable alaiiii  and  uneasiness.  But,  after  all, 
there  was  nothing  so  alarming  in  the  fact  that 
Jean  was  pale,  and  wanted  to  be  quiet  for  two 
or  three  minutes,  and  the  fear  soon  dissipated 
itself.  When  the  door  was  closed  upon  her,  the 
two  sisters  looked  at  each  other :  the  shadow  of 
anger  that  had  been  between  them  had  passed 
away.     It  even  brought  them  nearer  together. 
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this  secret  wliicli  was  so  monientoiis  but  which 
she,  that  young  creature  whom  it  was  their 
happiness  to  guard  from  all  evil,  Ivuew  nothing  of. 
Jean  pressed  Margaret's  hand  which  held  hers. 

'You  will  not  tell  her?'  she  said. 

'  That  is  Avhat  we  must  see — and  judge,'  said 
the  elder  sister.  '  We  must  think  of  it  when 
you  are  better.' 

Margaret  said  I  often  er  than  we.  It  was  a 
pledge  of  renewed  union  and  closer  fellowship, 
which  brought  back  Jean's  smile. 

And  next  morning  they  left  London.  It  had 
not  been  intended  that  they  should  go  away 
till  the  end  of  the  week,  and  their  abrupt  de- 
parture was  the  occasion  of  various  disturb- 
ances of  other  people's  plans.  The  person 
whom  it  was  chiefly  designed  to  affect  was 
LcAvis,  Avho,  knowing  as  he  did  the  crisis  that 
had  been  reached,  and  occupied  indeed  with 
the  still  more  extraordinary  crisis  in  his  own 
existence,  was  not  afiected  by  it  at  aU.  He 
had  never,  during  all  the  intercom'se  of  those 
six  weeks,  been  in\ated  to  Cadogt^n  Place.  He 
had  been  admitted  occasionally  w^hen  he  called, 
latterly  almost  always,  and  it  had  been  sup- 
posed by  aU  the  ladies  that  he  would  come  to 
bid  them  good-bye.     But  after  the  interview 
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between  Margaret  and  Mr.  Alleuerly  there  wa« 
an  end  to  that  intention,  and  it  was  only  ])y 
chance  he  discovered  their  premature  departure, 
which  did  not  move  him  ;  for  he  had  run 
through  all  the  gamut  of  emotion,  and  nothing- 
seemed  now  to  matter.  But  as  Lewis  stood, 
more  pensive  than  disappointed,  gazing  at 
the  house,  in  the  window  of  Avhich  once  more 
hung  the  intimation  that  it  was  to  let,  and 
where.,  a  charwoman  appeared  at  the  door  in 
pla'ce ,.  o^Simon,  some  one  else  strode  up,  to 
whom  it  was,  to  all  appearance,  much  more 
important.  This  was  Philip  Stormont,  who, 
though  he  could  not  follow  the  ladies  into  the 
fashionable  world,  had  hung  about  them  when- 
ever and  Avherever  he  could,  following  them  to 
the  park,  turning  up  in  all  their  walks,  and 
attaching  himself  like  a  sort  of  amateur  foot- 
man to  the  party.  Lilias  had  been  very  cold 
to  him  for  some  time  after  that  evening  at  the 
theatre,  but  by-and-by  had  slid  into  her  old 
habit  of  a  sort  of  sisterly  indifference,  thinking 
it  not  necessary  to  make  much  account  of  what 
PhiHp  said  or  did.  And  her  sisters  were  always 
'  kind — enough,'  as  Miss  Jean  said,  to  the  young- 
man  whose  lands  marched  with  ]\Iurkley,  their 
nearest    county    neighbour,    whom    they    had 
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known  all  his  life.  When  it  was  fully  ap- 
parent to  them  that  Lilias  was  entirely  indif- 
ferent to  this  long-leggit  lad,  they  were  very 
kind  to  him,  though  they  gave  liim  much  good 
advice  on  the  subject  of  going  home.  He  had 
hung  on,  following  their  steps,  without  any 
clear  explanation  of  the  reason  why,  always 
postponing  his  departiu'e  until  the  time  of 
theirs  approached.  When  that  date  was  set- 
tled, he  speedily  found  out  that  it  was  im- 
portant he  should  get  home  by  the  26th,  and 
it  Avas  settled  that  he  should  travel  with  them. 
But  in  the  huny  of  sudden  departure  no  one 
had  thought  of  Philip.  He  came  'round,'  as 
he  called  it,  to  make  the  final  arrangements, 
and  to  settle  where  he  should  meet  them,  just 
at  the  moment  w^hen  Lewis,  ^valking  slowly 
past,  looking  up  at  the  windows,  had  concluded 
within  himself,  in  a  sort  of  stupor  of  over-feel- 
ing which  made  the  discovery  almost  unimpor- 
tant to  him,  that  they  were  gone.  "\^nLiat  did 
it  matter  to  Lewis  ?  They  were  as  far  from 
him  in  Cadogan  Place  as  if  th^y  had  been  in 
Mmkley.  It  made  no  difference  ;  between  him 
and  them  there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed.  And 
yet  he  would  have  liked  to  see  her  once  more  ! 
but  it  made  no  difi'erence — this  was  what  he 
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was  saying  to  himself.  To  Philip,  however,  it 
made  a  very  groat  differ ence.  He  Avent  briskly 
up  to  the  door,  midismayed  by  a  certain  vacant 
air,  and  the  ticket  in  the  windoAV.  Indeed  he 
had  not  observed  these  signs.  And,  when  ho 
"was  met  by  the  charwoman  Avitli  the  news,  his 
astonishment  and  indignation  knew  no  bonnds. 

'  Gone  !  Why,  I  was  to  go  Avith  them.  Are 
yon  sure  they  are  gone  V  he  said,  Avith  a  chs- 
may  that  Avas  almost  ludicrous.  When  he  per- 
ceived LeAvis  a  little  Avay  off,  he  huriied  up  to 
him.  '  Do  you  understand  anything  about  this  V 
he  said,  Avith  a  sense  of  injured  antagonism 
to  CA^erybody  Avho  could  be  supposed  to  be 
in  the  ladies'  confidence.  There  had  ahvays 
been  a  jealous  feeling  in  his  mind  in  respect  to 
LeAvis,  Avhose  constant  presence  at  all  the  fine 
places  of  Avhich  Lilias  spoke,  to  Avhich  he  him- 
self had  no  Avay  of  procuring  admittance,  had 
given  him  a  feasible  ground  of  complaint.  But 
a  common  grievance  is  a  great  bond.  When 
LeAvis  had  declared  his  ignorance,  in  a  tone 
from  which  even  his  insensibility  to  further  pain 
could  not  take  a  certain  pathos,  Philip,  in  the 
excitement  of  his  feelings,  obhged  to  talk  to 
some  one,  seized  upon  his  arm,  and  poured  out 
his  heart. 

VOL.  III.  O 
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'  They  just  play  with  a  man,'  he  cried,  '  these 
women !  They  don't  care  a  bit  what  they  do 
to  you,  so  long  as  it  doesn't  touch  themselves. 
I  was  to  go  with  them.  It  was  all  settled. 
Our  way  was  the  same,  as  far  as  the  railway 
goes — as  far  as  the  waterside,  for  that  matter ; 
for  you  remember  how  near  we  are.  And  here 
they  are,  off  without  a  word,  Avithout  a  single 
word !  not  so  much  as  to  say,  "  We  are  going 
sooner  than  we  thought,"  or  anything  like  that 
— but  no,  not  a  word !  I  was  coming  to  ask 
where  I  was  to  meet  them,  and  if  I  should 
take  the  tickets,  and  so  forth.' 

Lewis  did  his  best  to  dissipate  the  -vnctim's 
dilemma.  He  suggested  a  sudden  change  in 
their  plans,  a  lost  message,  a  inistake  of  one  kind 
or  another,  till  Philip  was  somewhat  molhfied. 
But  in  his  heart  he  was  not  displeased  to  see 
another  man  suffer.  That  the  ladies  had  been 
agitated  by  the  revelation  made  to  them,  and 
had  changed  their  plans,  and  forgotten  their 
secondary  engagements  in  consequence,  soothed 
him  and  gave  him  a  faint  sensation  of  pleasui'e. 
Besides,  it  is  never  disagi-eeable  to  one  man, 
whose  heart  is  devoted  to  a  certain  woman,  to 
see  another  man  left  in  the  Im-ch.  So  far  as  he 
was  able  to  enjoy  at  all,  Lewis  enjoyed  it,  and 
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tliis  made  him  very  amiable  to  tlie  other,  Avho 
■was  certainly  not  a  sncceRsful  rival,  ov  likely  to 
be  so.  He  who  had  affected  their  minds  so 
much  as  to  make  them  alter  all  their  arrange- 
ments at  the  last  moment  had  no  reason  to  be 
uncharitable  to  the  man  whose  very  existence 
they  had  evidently  forgotten.  And  PhiHp,  in 
his  ignorance,  took  refuge  in  the  sympathy  of 
LcAvis.  He  had  not  seen  him  much  in  the  com- 
pany of  Lilias ;  they  had  revolved  in  fhfferent 
spheres,  and  had  rarely  come  in  contact,  and,  so 
far  as  Phihp  knew,  Lewis  was  little  more  than 
an  acquaintance  of  the  ladies,  who  never  invited 
him,  and  seldom  talked  of  him.  He  had  for- 
gotten by  this  time  the  position  of  companion  to 
Lilias  which  Katie  and  he  had  thrust  upon  the 
stranger  at  Murkley.  All  that  stage  of  existence 
had  faded  away  from  Philip's  thoughts. 

'  You  see,'  he  said,  thrusting  his  arm  through 
that  of  his  sympathetic  friend,  '  I  came  here  at 
first  with  no  will  of  mine.  A  man  should  be  left 
free  one  way  or  other.  If  the  mother  is  to  have 
so  much  say  as  my  mother  has,  the  son  should 
be  free  to  go  where  he  likes,  and  make  his  own 
way ;  but,  as  it  is,  I  am  neither  laird  nor  loon,  if 
you  understand  what  that  means.  I  have  the 
name  of  being  independent ;  but,  if  my  mother 

o  2 
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were  to  take  away  her  share  and  leave  me  with 
that  house  to  keep  up,  where  ^vonld  I  be  ?  So 
I  have  to  be  guided  by  her  in  many  ways,, 
whether  I  will  or  not.' 

'  I  do  not  suppose  that  she  is  very  hard  to 
please,'  said  Lewis,  politely. 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that !  She  has  al- 
Avays  had  her  own  way,  and  she  likes  it.  So  do 
I,  for  that  matter.  But,  you  see,  for  years  past 
there  has  never  been  but  a  craik  about  Lihas 
Miu-ray.  She  was  the  only  girl  my  mother 
would  ever  hear  of :  our  lands  march  ;  and  then 
the  ]\Iurrays  are  a  great  family,  and  then ' 

'  Do  vou  think  it  is  right  to  talk  of  things  so 
private  to  me  V 

'  Oh,  you  I — you  are  just  the  person  to  talk  to 
them  about.  You  are  a  stranger,  you  are  an 
outsider :  it  cannot  be  any  concern  of  yours. 
And  then  you  know  w^hat  an  ass  I  made  of  my- 
self last  year,'  Philip  said,  reddening,  and  with 
an  embarrassed  laugh. 

'  I  do  not  know  about  the  ass,'  said  Le^vis, 
gravely ;  '  I  know — what  was  l^iappening  last 
year.' 

'  Well,   it    comes  to    the    same    tiling,    you 

know.     My  mother  would  not  hear  of  that 

It  is  all  very  well  for  a  fellow  hke  you,  that  are 
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independent,  that  never  needs  to  tliink  of  pleas- 
ing anybody  but  yourself.  But  I  can  do  nothiua; 
without  my  mother.  As  for  marrying  or  that 
sort  of  thing,  it  would  be  out  of  the  question. 
If  she  gave  me  up,  I  should  be  as  poor  as  a 
church-mouse :  so  I  am  obhged  to  mind  what 
she  says.  And  then,  if  trutli  must  be  told,  I  got 
just  a  little  tired  of  the  affixir  itself.' 

'  I  don't  think,'  said  Lewis,  disengaging  his 
arm,  'that  it  is  quite  coiiiiiie  il  fant  to  say  so.' 

'  Com-eel — what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  It 
began  when  I  was  too  yormg  to  tliink  of  any- 
thing but  the  fun  of  it :  and  slie  liked  the  fun, 
too.  It  was  a  great  joke  to  make  a  fool  of 
everybody,  and  carry  on  behind  their  backs ; 
but,  when  it  comes  to  be  serious,  you  can't  go 
on  like  that.' 

'  I  don't  think  you  can  go  on  like  that  at  any 
time,'  Lewis  said,  gravely. 

Philip  laughed. 

'  That  is  just  your  stiff,  foreign  way,'  he  said  ; 
'  you  are  always  thinking  harm — and  there  ^vas 
no  harm.  Well,  then,  my  mother  insisted  I  was 
to  go  away,  and,  as  there  was  a  good  oppor- 
tunity to  have  a  little  yachting  and  see  some- 
thing of  the  world,  I  just  consented.  Absence 
makes  a  great  difference,  you  know,'  he  added, 
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laughing  again  somewliat  neiTousIy.  '  I  saw 
what  an  ass  I  had  been  making  of  myself.  And 
then  I  heard  from  home  that  the  Mm-rays  Avere 
here,  and  that  I  had  better  stay  and  make  my- 
self agreeable.  Noav,  yon  know,  there's  a  great 
deal  to  be  done  in  London  that  makes  the  time 
pass.  So  I  just  stayed,  and  made  myself  agree- 
able— as  far  as  I  could,  you  know ' 

'  Indeed  it  is  not  for  me  to  know  how  far  that 
is,'  said  Lewis,  yvith  something  between  a  jeer 
and  a  snarl :  for  it  was  not  in  flesh  and  blood  to 
remain  passive.  '  You  are  a  dangerous  fellow, 
no  doubt,  when  you  please.' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that,'  said  simple 
Philip  ;  '  it  was  a  bore  at  fii-st,  but  I  couldn't 
help  feeling  that  it  was  far  the  best  way  to  get 
out  of  the  other,  you  know.  And  that  httle 
Lilias  has  groAvn  awfully  pretty,  don't  you 
think? — whether  it's  the  dress,  or  the  way  she's 
got  of  carrying  herself,  or  haA^ing  seen  a  little 
more  of  the  world ' 

Lewis  would  have  liked  to  knock  him  down, 
but  probably  could  not  have  done  so,  for  the 
young  Scot  was  much  bigger  and  stronger  than 
himself :  and  then,  even  if  he  could,  he  had  no 
pretext  for  so  doing,  for  there  was  no  intentional 
disrespect  in  what  Philip  said. 
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'  I  never  discuss  ladies  whom  I  respect — it  is 
bad  form,'  said  Lewis,  bringing  forward  a  word 
which  he  had  picked  up,  and  generally  fomid 
most  efiectnal. 

Philip  reddened  and  grew  serious  all  at  once. 
He  was  one  of  the  class  who  hold  that  vague  but 
stinging  accusation  in  special  awe. 

'  It  would  be  worse  form,  I  think,  to  discuss 
ladies  whom  you  did  not  respect,'  he  said,  very 
pertinently,  but  changing  his  tone.  '  Well,'  he 
said,  '  to  please  you,  I  will  say  nothing  about 
that.  I  thought  it  a  bore  at  first,  but  by-and- 
by  it  was  different.  And  it  is  just  the  only  way 
of  coming  out  of  the  other  business  safe  and 
sound ;  and  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  for  the 
property ;  and,  to  sum  up  all,  the  girl  herself — ' 

Lewis  raised  his  hand,  for  he  felt  that  he 
could  not  bear  much  more. 

'  You  mean  that  you  fell  in  love,  I  suppose, 
since  that  is  the  English  phrase,'  he  said,  Avith 
a  slight  inflection  of  contempt,  which  the  car  of 
Philip  Avas  not  keen  enough  to  seize. 

'  Well,  you  may  call  it  that,  if  you  like,'  he 
said.  '  And  I  thought  we  were  getting  on  very 
well — they  all  bully  me,  as  if  1  were  a  small 
boy,  and  she  too,  but  that's  one  way  of  showing 
that  they  consider  me  one  of  the  family,  you 
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know.  So  I  tlioiii^lit  we  were  getting  on  as  well 
as  possible,  and  I  wrote  home  Tvord  to  my  mo- 
ther, and  we  were  to  travel  together,  which 
would  have  given  ns  just  the  opportunity  to 
settle  everj^thing  before  we  got  home  :  and  that 
was  what  I  Avanted  above  all ' 

Here  poor  Philip's  face  grew  long  once  more, 
and  the  sense  of  the  ludicrous  which  had  been 
growing  in  the  mind  of  his  hearer — a  sort  of 
forlorn  amusement  to  think  of  this  little  com- 
mon-place thread  running  smoothly  thi'ough  the 
tangled  web  of  affairs — rose  above  the  irrita- 
tion and  disdain,  which  were  too  serious  for  the 
occasion. 

'  Perhaps,'  he  said,  gravely,  '  it  was  the  elder 
sisters.     They  might  be  afraid  of  you.' 

Philip  turned  upon  liim  with  a  beaming  face 
and  gave  liim  a  blow  of  approval  on  his 
shoulder. 

'Now  that  just  shows,'  he  said,  'that  you 
have  an  eye  in  your  head.  I  always  knew  you 
were  a  clever  fellow— it  is  just  that.  ]\Iargaret 
cannot  abide  me — my  mother  herself  sees  it. 
She  has  just  held  me  at  arm's  length  since  ever 
I  was  that  height ;  but,  if  LiHas  takes  to  me,  I 
will  just  snap  my  fingers  at  Margaret,'  cried  the 
long-leggit  lad,  plucking  up  his  corn-age. 
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Finally  ho  made  up  liis  mind  to  follow  them 
by  the  evening  train,  and  pick  thcni  np  at  Stir- 
ling or  Perth,  where  they  wonld  be  sure,  ho 
thought,  to  stay  for  the  night.  And  LcAvis  wont 
home  to  his  rooms,  whore  also  packing  was 
going  on,  with  a  sense  of  exhanstion,  through 
which  faint  sensations  of  amusement  penetrated. 
He  was  sad  as  death,  but,  at  the  same  time,  he 
was  worn  out  by  a  great  mental  conflict.  At 
such  a  moment  pain  is  deadened  by  its  OAvn  ex- 
cess. He  was  like  a  man  newly  out  of  a  fever, 
not  able  to  feel  at  all  save  in  a  mufHod  and 
ineffectual  way :  and  it  almost  amused  him  to 
see  Philip's  self-complacency  and  confidence  in 
'  getting  on  very  well.'  For  such  a  rival  ho 
was  not  afraid. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  ladies  were  veiy  tired  when  they  got 
home.  It  is  a  long  journey  from  London 
to  the  north.  They  were  late  next  morning, 
and  still  languid  with  the  fatigue,  and  with  the 
curious  sense  of  having  dropped  out  of  another 
sphere  which  came  after  their  strange  London 
experiences.  To  come  into  the  old  house,  and 
see  everything  unchanged,  was  very  Avonderful. 
It  made  the  past  look  like  a  dream.  To  LiHas, 
above  all,  for  whom  life  had  sustained  an  entire 
revolution,  there  was  something  extraordinary, 
weird,  and  uncanny  about  the  old  existence, 
Avhich  seemed  to  wait  for  her  here  like  a  dis- 
tinct and  separate  thing,  recei^ang  her  once 
more  into  its  bosom,  going  on  ^yi\]l  her  as  if  the 
other  had  never  been.  As  she  lingered  vnth. 
Jean  over  the  late  breakfast,  from  which  Mar- 
garet had  risen  an  hour  before,  she  looked  round 
upon  the  wainscot,  with  all  those  gleams  of  re- 
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flection  in  it  Avbich  she  remembered  all  her  Hfe, 
and  the  old  pictures,  and  the  furniture  all  ui  its 
place,  with  a  sort  of  dismay. 

'Do  you  think  we  have  ever  been  away?' 
she  said,  with  a  scared  look  in  her  eyes.  She 
Avas  afraid  of  the  stillness,  which  seemed  to  close 
over  her,  making-  all  the  colour  and  commotion 
of  the  past  season,  and  all  the  new  thoughts 
with  Avhicli  it  had  filled  her  mind,  die  away  like 
things  that  had  never  been. 

'  That  is  just  the  feeling  every  time  you  make 
a  change,'  said  Jean,  '  for  life  is  a  very  strange 
thing.  I've  sometimes  thought  it  was  never 
more  than  half  real  at  the  best  of  times :  and 
Avhiles  you  would  like  to  put  forth  your  hand 
and  grip  to  feel  if  it  is  true.' 

This  was  beyond  the  experience  of  little 
Lilias ;  but  there  was  a  sensation  of  suspense 
and  uncertainty  in  her  mind  Avhich  made  her 
old  sisters  contemplative  thoughts  very  con- 
genial to  her. 

'  It  will  turn  out,'  she  said,  with  a  laugh,  the 
sound  of  which  half  frightened  her,  '  that  we 
have  all  been  sleeping  and  dreaming.  But  no  ! 
— for  noAV  I  remember.  I  am  not  so  silly  noAv 
as  when  I  Avent  aAvay.  London  Avas  A^ery 
bonnic,  but  not  grand  like  what  I  thought,  and, 
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oil,  do  yon  remember,  Jean,  abont  tbe  Qneen 
and  the  Conrt,  "what  a  fool — what  a  fool  I  was !' 
Lihas  clapped  her  hands  together  in  shame  and 
self-impatience.  'You  should  have  told  me,' 
she  cried. 

'  But,  my  dear,'  said  Miss  Jean,  '  I  cannot 
affirm  that  I  know  any  better,  even  now  :  for  it 
was  not  me  but  Margaret  that  went  with  you  to 
see  Her  IMajesty.  You  are  more  experienced 
than  I  am.  You  have  had  a  grand  setting  out  in 
the  world,  Lilias ;  none  of  our  house  for  many  a 
day  has  done  what  you  have  done.  Even  your 
bonnie  3'ouug  mother,  though  she  was  an  earl's 
daughter — you  have  had,  you  may  say,  the 
Avorld  at  your  feet,  my  bonnie  dear.  And  it  has 
not  turned  her  head  either,'  said  Miss  Jean,  smil- 
ing upon  her  -with  piide  and  happiness,  '  you  are 
just  our  little  Lilias  all  the  same.' 

'  The  world  at  my  feet !  I  wonder  what  that 
means?'  cried  Lilias,  Avith  a  little  scoff;  but, 
after  all,  the  suggestion  was  pleasant  to  her. 
yhc  was  silent  a  little,  thinking,  with  a  smile, 
of  two  or  three  acts  of  homage>  that  had  been 
done  her,  that  had  made  the  little  gui  aware 
that  she  Avas  a  woman  in  her  moment  of  power. 
It  pleased  and  flattered,  and  at  the  same  time 
it  amused  her  to  recall  those  scenes  in  the  brief 
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and  bright  drama  which  seemed,  aKS  she  looked 
back  upon  it,  hke  something  she  had  seen  in  the 
theatre,  a  curious,  viA-id,  all-interesting  perform- 
ance, in  whicli  the  chief  character  was  herself : 
and  yet  not  herself,  a  visionary  creature,  Avhose 
proceedings  she,  Lilias  Murray,  at  homo  in 
Murkley,  could  gaze  at  from  afar  Avith  wonder 
and  amusement.  She  put  her  hands  softly  to- 
gether, and  said,  '  But  if  this  is  what  it  all  comes 
to  in  the  end !'  But  even  as  she  said  these 
words  there  came  a  delightful  sense  of  expecta- 
tion to  her  heart,  and  she  laughed,  knowing  that 
this  Avas  not  all  it  was  coming  to.  Jean,  for  her 
part,  gave  a  soft  little  sigh. 

'  When  you  are  older,  my  darling,'  she  said, 
'  you  Avill  find  a  great  soothing  in  always  coming 
back.  Home  is  just  like  an  old  friend  holding- 
its  arms  open  to  you,  always  waiting  for  you, 
aye  ready,  whatever  troubles  you  may  be  in.' 

LiHas  listened,  smiling.  It  was  not  the  aspect 
of  home  which  pleased  her  fancy  at  the  moment. 
Of  all  unrealities  in  the  world  nothing  seemed 
so  unreal  to  her  as  the  idea  that  a  refuge  from 
trouble  would  ever  be  needful  for  the  long 
young  life  that  Avas  in  her  heart  and  her 
thoughts.  She  looked  at  her  sister  Avith  a 
loAdng  pity,  tinged  with  amusement  too.  It  was. 
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natural  tliat  Jean  slionlcl  look  upon  it  so.  Dear 
Jean !  with  all  her  pretty,  old-fashioned  ways 
the  tranquillity  of  her  gentle  soul.  She  Avas  in 
her  element  at  Murkley,  not  in  London.  Lilias 
knew  that  the  old  table-cover,  with  all  its 
silken  floAvers  half  done,  would  come  out  in 
another  half  hour,  and  the  basket  of  silks  be 
set  forth  upon  the  little  table  :  and  that  Jean, 
with  her  fine  head  relieved  against  the  -window, 
Avould  look  as  if  she  had  never  moved  from  that 
spot.  She  laughed  at  the  thought,  which  Avas 
sweet,  comical,  pleasant.  For  her  own  part,  she 
would  sit  dow]i  Avith  a  book  in  the  other  window 
and  look  back,  and  behold  the  performances  of 
that  other  Lilias  avIio  liad  the  world  at  her  feet, 
and  wonder — Avonder  and  dream  what  Avas  going 
to  come  of  it  all !  as  if  in  her  heart  she  did  not 
knoAV  very  Avell  Avhat  Avas  going  to  come. 

But,  as  they  Avere  preparing  to  go  to  the 
drawing-room  to  carry  out  this  performance,  a 
A'-oice  reached  then*  ears  from  the  hall  with  a 
somewhat  excited,  anxious  tone  in  it. 

'  I  could  not  have  been  more  sin-prised  if  they 
had  told  me  the  Queen  had  come :  for  I  expected 
you  all  to-morrow.  And  Avhat  have  you  done 
with  my  Philip  V  Mrs.  Stormont  said.  She  came 
into  the  dining-room,  followed  by  Margaret,  and 
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came  forward  to  the  tabic,  holclmg-  out  her  hands 
with  an  air  of  joyous  welcome  under  Avhich 
there  w^as  a  certain  restlessness  of  anxiety.  '  Oh, 
fie  !  this  is  your  London  hours,  still  at  breakfast 
when  other  people  are  thinking  of  their  luncheon. 
But  we  must  forgive  you  this  time  on  account 
of  your  journey ;  and  what  have  you  done  with 
my  Philip  '?'  she  said  again. 

'  Bless  me  !'  said  Margaret,  '  to  think  1  should 
have  been  so  far  left  to  myself  as  to  forget  all 
about  that.  It  is  true  Philip  was  to  have  travel- 
led with  us  to-morrow ;  1  mt  circumstances  made 
it  more  convenient  for  me  to  come  away  sooner, 
and  I  never  let  him  know.  But  I  dare  to  say,' 
she  added,  '  that  he  will  not  be  ill-pleased ;  for 
to  attend  upon  three  women  and  their  boxes  is 
a  trial  for  any  man.' 

Mrs.  Stormont  shot  a  keen  look  at  the  speaker 
over  the  shoulder  of  Lilias,  whom  she  was  just 
then  embracing  with  great  fervom*. 

'  Margaret  is  always  severe  upon  men,  as  is 
perhaps  natural  enough,'  she  said;  'but  I  would 
have  thought  my  bonnie  Lily  would  have  had 
more  feeling.  And  so  my  poor  lad  is  left  to 
kick  his  heels  at  the  railway  station  waiting  for 
them  that  never  come?  I  cannot  thank  you 
for  that,  ]\Iargaret.      I  think  you  might  have 
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had  li  little  more  consideration.  There  was 
j)erhaps  something  due  to  me — if  Pliilip,  poor 
man,  was  not  gi-and  enough  to  merit  a  thought — ' 

'  Indeed  I  can  assm-e  you,'  cried  Miss  Jean, 
anxiously,  'there  was  no  Avant  of  thought.  But, 
you  see,  Ave  had  serious  business  to  attend  to, 
and  Margaret  ^v^^^s  Yery  much  taken  up  at  the 
end,  and  Ave  Avere  just  hurried  away ' 

Mrs.  Stomiont  did  not  make  any  reply.  It 
Avas  evident  that  she  Avas  anxious  underneath 
the  oiFence,  and  full  of  imeasy  thoughts.  She 
drcAv  Lilias  into  a  chair  hj  her  side,  and  held 
her  hand,  and  stroked  it  tenderly. 

'  And  you  liaA'e  just  had  a  great  success,  by 
aU  I  hear.  The  Lily  of  Murkley  has  been 
blooming  hi  the  King's  gardens.  But  I  hope 
it  has  not  turned  your  little  head.  For,  what- 
CA^er  strangers  may  say,  there  are  no  hearts  so 
leal  as  those  are  at  home.' 

'  You  must  think  me  a  A'ery  silly  little  thing,' 
said  Lilias,  '  if  you  suppose  that  Avould  tm'n  my 
head.     It  was  ncA-er  for  us ;  it  was  just  because 

of '     Here  she  caught  Margaret's  eye,  and 

diAnned  by  something  in  it,  and  perhaps  also 
by  a  rising  something  in  her  OAvn  breast  Avhich 
brought  the  colovu'  to  her  cheeks,  that  her  in- 
tended attribution  of  honour  Avhere  honour  was 
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due  was  for  the  moment  ■unnecessary.  '  Because 
of  friends,'  she  said,  with  hesitation  and  a  bhish. 
'  Because  of  him,  because  of  him !'  she  added  to 
herself  in  her  heart,  with  an  indignant  glance  at 
Margaret. 

If  she  were  prevented  from  saying  it  out,  all 
the  more  would  she  maintain  it  to  herself. 

'  Good  introductions,'  said  Margaret,  signi- 
ficantly, '  are,  as  everybody  knows,  the  half 
of  the  battle ;  and  it  would  be  strange  if  the 
Murrays  of  Murkley  could  not  get  that  advant- 
age. It  is  all  very  well  over,  I  am  glad  to 
say.  And  Lilias  has  enjoyed  herself,  and  we 
have  all  seen  a  great  deal  of  company;  but 
for  my  part  I  enjoy  nothuig  so  much  as  getting 
home.' 

'  And  what  did  you  make  of  my  Philip  V  said 
Mrs.  Stormont.  '  That  is  a  crow  I  have  to  pick 
with  you,  Lilias  ;  for  he  would  have  been  home 
long  ago,  but  for  somebody  that  kept  him  hang- 
ing on  in  town.  "  I  have  put  off  for  another 
day ;  for  I'm  going  to  a  ball  at  Lady  So-and- 
so's,  where  the  Miss  Murrays  will  be "     And 

then,  "  I've  put  off  a  week ;  for  I'm  going  to 
travel  mth  the  Murrays."  That  is  what  his 
letters  have  been,  poor  fellow — and  then  to  be 
left  in  the  lurch  at  the  end.  Yc  Httle  fairy  !  If 
VOL.  III.  P 


210  IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

your  Lead's  not  turned,  I  am  afraid  yon  have 
tm-ned  otlier  people's  heads,'  said  Philip's  mother, 
with  a  laughing  flattery,  Avhich  concealed  much 
graver  feelings. 

.  Lihas  was  somewhat  alarmed  by  this  personal 
attack.  She  looked  at  her  sisters  for  help,  and 
it  was  Jean  who  came  first  into  the  breach. 

'  You  need  not  be  in  any  way  uneasy  about 
that ;  for  Phihp  has  plenty  of  friends,'  said  Miss 
Jean.  '  We  met  him  no  doubt  from  time  to 
time,  and  he  was  extremely  kind  in  coming  to 
see  us ;  but  he  had  always  a  number  of  friends 
— he  was  not  depending  upon  us.  I  assure 
you  it  could  not  make  that  difference  to  him,' 
she  said,  anxiously. 

Mrs.  Stormont  confronted  her  with  a  superior 
smile. 

'  My  dear  Jean,'  she  said, '  do  you  think  I  was 
supposing  my  son  had  no  friends,  or  was  just 
depending  upon  his  country  neighbours  for  a 
little  society  ?  No,  no,  I  am  not  such  an  igno- 
ramus as  that,  though  I  have  myself  been  little 
in  London,  and  never  Avas  at  the  expense  of  a 
season :  but  I  am  not  just  so  ignorant  as  that. 
There  are  other  reasons  that  influence  a  young 
man,  and  one  that  has  had  every  encourage- 
ment  ' 
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'  Encouragement !'  Margaret  said,  whose  eyes 
were  full  of  the  hglit  of  battle. 

'  Encom-agement !'  said  Miss  Jean,  deprecat- 
ing.    '  We  were  jnst  Ivind,  as  was  natural.' 

The  mother  returned  the  look  of  defiance, 
and  took  no  notice  of  Jean. 

'  Indeed,  my  dear  ]\Iargaret,'  she  said,  '  I  was 
not  addressing  myself  to  yon.  It  is  Avell  known 
in  the  countryside  what  your  ambition  is,  and 
that  nothing  less  than  a  duke  or  a  prince  would 
please  you,  if  3'ou  had  any  chance  of  getting 
them.  I  am  speaking  to  Lilias,  not  to  you,  and 
I  am  not  a  person  to  stand  by  and  see  a  young- 
thing's  heart  crushed,  especially  one  that  might, 
had  matters  taken  another  turu,  have  been  my 
own.  Yes,  my  bonnie  pet,  it  is  you  that  I  am 
speaking  to  ;  and  you  know  you  have  given  my 
boy  a  great  deal  of  encouragement.  You  A^dll 
not  be  persuaded  by  thoughts  of  a  grand  match, 
or  by  worldly  inducements,  or  by  the  fear  of 
man — or  woman  either — to  turn  against  one — ' 

Here  she  stopped,  perhaps  with  a  sense  of  the 
rashness  of  this  appeal.  She  was  very  tremu- 
lous and  anxious,  and  as  she  looked  round  upon 
the  three  sisters,  who  had  all  been  instrumental, 
as  she  thought,  in  disappointing  her  and  scorn- 
ing her  son  and  leaving  him  behind,  it  Avas  all 

r2 
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the  mother  could  do  to  restram  the  flood  of  bit- 
ter words  that  came  poming  to  her  lips.  She 
stopped,  however,  hastily,  and  with  a  little 
agitated  langh. 

'  I  am  just  taking  the  chsapp  ointment  a  great 
deal  too  seriously,  you  will  say ;  but  I  am  dis- 
appointed, you  see.  I  looked  for  my  Philip  com- 
ing home  happy  and  well  pleased ;  and'  then  to 
liear  you  were  back  before  your  time,  and  not  a 
word  from  him  I — But  no  doubt  he'll  be  home  to- 
moiTow,  and  nothing  changed.  I  am  just  going 
too  fast ;  you  will  think  nothing  of  it.  I'm  of 
an  anxious  nature,  and  it's  my  way.' 

The  elder  ladies  accepted  the  apology,  ac- 
cording to  their  dLfiferent  characters,  Miss  Jean 
eagerly  agreeing  that  it  was  very  disappointing 
when  you  were  looldng  for  your  only  son,  and 
found  nothing  but  strangers,  and  Miss  Margaret 
receiving  it  stiffly  'with  a  dignity  beyond  words. 

'  For,'  she  said,  '  though  we  might  be  glad  of 
the  company  of  any  friend  on  a  long  joui'ney, 
yet  I  never  think  it  a  good  thhig  for  women  to 
put  their  fashes  about  luggage  'and  so  forth  upon 
a  man,  unless  he  belongs  to  them.  He  is  apt,* 
she  added,  'to  think  more  of  it  than  it  deserves — 
as  if  the  women  could  have  done  nothing  with- 
out him,  which  is  not  my  way.' 
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'  No,'  said  Mvfi.  Stdrmoiit,  with  a  laugli  which 
Avas  in  itself  a  confession  of  excitement ;  ' yonro 
one  of  those  that  hke  to  be  independent.  Bnt 
don't  3''ou  copy  your  sister  in  that,  Lihas,  for  it 
is  a  thing  the  men  cannot  bide.  They  woukl 
rather  you  Avere  silly,  and  always  clinging  to 
them,  than  going  your  own  gait  in  that  bold 
manner.  And  though  it  may  suit  Margaret, 
who  is  done  with  everything  of  the  kind,  it  is 
not  the  same  for  you.' 

Lilias  had  been  watching  the  scene  with 
anxious,  half  amused  eyes.  There  had  always 
been  little  passages  of  arms  between  Margaret 
and  Mrs.  Stormont. 

'  Philip  is  not  Very  clever  about  the  luggage,' 
she  said.  '  He  lost  all  his  own  things,  you  know. 
I  told  him  I  could  do  it  better  myself.' 

'  x\nd  what  did  he  say  V  said  the  mother, 
beaming  upon  her.  '  Oh,  nothing  to  say  over 
again,  I  am  sure,  for  he  is  not  one  for  phrases, 
my  Philip.  And  so  you  had  yom-  fill  of  dancing 
and  every  pleasure  '?  Well,  well !  it  is  a  grand 
thing  to  have  your  day ;  and  noAv  you've  come 
back,  Lilias,  just  as  you  went,  you  must  not 
scorn  your  old  friends.  "  Sneer  na  British  lads 
awa',"  as  Bm-ns  says.' 

'  I  hope  she  will  sneer  at  nobody,'  said  Miss 


214  IT  WAS  A  LO\^ER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

Jean ;  '  and  two  or  tlu-ee  months  in  London  is 
not  such  a  tenible  time.  There  are  few  changes 
in  the  parish,  so  far  as  I  can  hear.  Old  Mrs. 
Johnston  at  The  Hillhead  is  gone,  poor  lady; 
but  that  was  to  be  looked  for  at  her  age ;  and 
young  Lauder  married  upon  liis  housekeeper, 
which  is  a  great  pity,  and  must  vex  all  his 
friends  ;  and ' 

'  No,'  said  Mrs.  fStormont,  still  looking  at 
Lilias;  'there's  little  sneering  in  that  bonnie 
face ;  but  still  hearing  just  one  thing  round  you 
may  give  a  Avarp  to  yom-  mind,  and  you  must 
remember,  Lilias,  that  the  grand  folk  in  Lon- 
don, though  they  may  be  very  smiling  for  a 
time,  they  just  go  their  own  gait,  and  think  no 
more  of  a  country  girl,  however  she  might  be 
admired  for  the  moment ;  but  old  friends  are 
always  safe — they  never  change.' 

'  Old  friends  or  new  friends,  I  Avould  not  ad- 
vise her  to  be  dependent  upon  either  one  or  the 
other,'  said  Margaret.  'It's  best  to  stand  on 
yom-  o"wn  ground.  Lilias,  -sA-ill  you  go  and  tell 
Simon  about  getting  out  the  carriage,  and  bid 
him  ask  if  w^e  can  have  the  horses,  for  there  are 
some  visits  that  we  ought  to  pay.  You  wt[11 
forgive  me,'  she  said,  when  the  ghl  left  the 
room,  '  for  sending  her  away  :  for  we  must  re- 
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spect  lier  simplicity  at  her  age.  She  is  thinking 
nothing,  neither  of  British  lads  nor  of  any  other. 
I  am  not  one  that  likes  to  put  such  things  in  a 
girl's  head.' 

Mrs.  Stormont  blushed  with  anger  and  annoy- 
ance. 

'  It  is  the  first  time,'  she  said,  '  that  I  have 
been  blamed  with  putting  things  that  should 
not  be  there  into  a  girl's  head.  But  Ave  all 
know  about  maidens'  bairns — and  since  Lilias  is 
to  be  the  immaculate  one  that  never  thinks 
upon  a  lover — But,  if  that  was  your  meaning, 
I  Avonder  you  ever  took  her  to  London,  which 
is  just  the  grand  marriage  market,  if  what  every- 
body says  is  true.' 

'  It  Avas  no  marriage  market,  you  may  be  sure,' 
cried  Margaret,  growing  red  in  her  tm-n,  '  for 
any  child  of  mine.' 

'  Well,  that  is  proved,  no  doubt,'  said  the  other, 
Avitli  the  composure  of  successful  malice,  '  since 
Lilias  ye  took  her  away,  and  Lihas  ye  have 
brought  her  back.' 

'  Oh,  what  is  the  use,'  cried  Miss  Jean,  break- 
ing in  anxiously,  '  of  the  like  of  us  old  friends 
casting  out  Avitli  each  other  about  nothing'?  If 
Lilias  Avere  to  be  married,  it  Avould  be  a  terrible 
day  for  Margaret  and  me.' 
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'Oh,  nobody  will  doubt  that,'  cried  Philip's 
mother.  '  After  being  mistress  and  more  at 
MmMey,  and  keeping  that  little  thing  that  she 
dare  not  say  her  soul's  her  own,  it  would  be  a 
temble  down-coming  for  Margaret ' 

'  Mrs.  Stormont !'  Jean  exclaimed,  in  terror 
and  dismay. 

As  for  Margaret,  who  had  been  moving  about, 
setting  various  things  in  order,  she  came  back 
at  this  to  where  the  visitor  was  sitting,  pale  and 
red  by  turns,  in  gi'eat  nervous  excitement.  Mar- 
garet was  very  composed,  and  smiled,  though 
she  Avas  pale. 

'  I  can  make  every  allowance,'  she  said, '  for 
a  disappointed  mother.' 

She  had  the  best  of  it,  after  all.  She  was 
able  to  regard  Avith  perfect  calmness  the  heat 
and  passion  of  the  other,  whose  long-leggit  lad 
had  come  so  Httle  speed. 

'  I  am  not  the  one  to  call  disappointed,'  said 
Mrs.  Stormont.  '  I  am  not  a  woman  with  am- 
bitions, like  you.  It  is  not  me  that  has  made 
a  great  campaign,  and  nothing,  to  show  for  it. 
But  I  would  warn  you  just  to  mind  what  you 
are  about,  for  to  play  fast  and  loose  Avith  a  high- 
spiiited  lad ' 

'  Bless  me !'  said  Margaret,  in  a  tone  which 
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Jean  herself  conld  not  but  allow  to  be  vciy 
irritating,  'avIio  may  that  be  ?  There  were  two 
or  three,  I  will  alloAv,  but  they  got  their  answer. 
Though  I  say  it  that  should  not  say  it,  having 
brought  her  up  myself,  Lilias  is  very  elear  in 
her  notions ;  she  will  never  say  no  when  she 
means  yes,  of  that  we  may  be  sure.' 

'Well,'  cried  Mrs.  Stormont,  rising  hurriedly, 
'  I  can  only  hope  you  11  find  tilings  answer  to 
your  anticipations.  It  would  be  a  terrible  thing 
to  go  through  the  Avood  and  through  the  wood, 
and  take  up  'with  a  crooked  stick  at  the  end.' 

'  Or  perhaps  without  a  stick  at  all,'  said  5Iar- 
garet,  with  sarcastic  gravity,  '  Avhich  has  ha})- 
pened  with  both  Jean  and  me,  you  were  going 
to  say.' 

'  And  so  I  was,'  said  the  angiy  woman — '  you 
have  just  divined  it;  but  that  beats  all,  Margaret 
Mui'ray.  If  you  are  going  to  doom  that  bonnie 
Httle  thing  to  be  an  old  maid  like  yourself,  just 
that  you  may  keep  the  management  and  power 
in  your  hands ' 

'  It  is  such  a  grand  scope  for  management, 
and  so  much  power ' 

'  It's  just  as  much  as  you  ever  had  the  chance 
of.  Oh,  I  can  see  through  you.  You  just  flatter 
her  and  stop  the  mouths  of  her  friends  with 


218  IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

giving  her  every  opportunity,  that  yon  know 
will  come  to  nothing — I  see  through  you  like 
glass — and  so  keep  her  property  in  yom-  hands, 
and  make  her  an  old  maid  hke  yourself.  And 
to  keep  lip  the  farce,'  cried  Mrs.  Stormont, 
'  you'll  keep  one  or  two  just  hanging  on,  and 
give  them  every  encouragement.  But  just  see 
if  she  does  not  tm-n  upon  you  one  of  these  days, 
and  choose  for  herself.' 

She  hurried  out,  sending  this  shot  after  her 
from  the  door,  and  leaving,  it  cannot  be  dis- 
puted, a  great  deal  of  the  smoke  and  confusion 
of  a  cannonade  beliind  her.  Even  Margaret 
was  confused,  distm-bed  by  that  sudden  percep- 
tion of  how  her  proceedings  might  appear  in 
the  eyes  of  others,  which  is  so  disenchanting. 
It  is  not  a  happy,  though  it  may  be  an  improv- 
ing process,  to  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us. 
Though  she  was  so  angry,  she  looked  at  her 
sister  'with  a  little  dismay. 

'  The  woman  is  daft,'  she  said.  '  Who  was  it 
that  encom-aged  that  long-leggit  lad  of  hers  ? 
Never  me,  I'll  answer  for  that.  >  I  hope  it  was 
not  you,  Jean,  that  out  of  superabundant 
charity ' 

'  He  came  here  more  than  you  liked  in  the 
afternoons,  Margaret,  last  year.' 
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'  And  Aviiat  of  that  V  cried  the  mistress  of 
Mui'klcy.  '  If  it  had  been  Donakl  Birnie,  could 
I  have  tiu'ned  him  away  from  the  door?' 

'  Donakl  Birnie  knows  his  place,'  said  Miss 
Jean,  donbtfully ;  '  but  Pliilip  is  just  very  suit- 
able ;  and  his  mother  might  think ' 

'  I  cannot  tell  what  you  mean  'with  your  "  very 
suitable."  Would  you  like  our  Lilias  to  take  up 
with  the  first  long-leggit  lad  that  comes  to 
hand?  I  thought  we  were  agreed  upon  that 
point,  you  and  me.' 

'  Oh,  Margaret,  I  am  saying  nothing  else  !  I 
was   only   thinking   that   it   would   not   be   so 

strange  if  his  mother And  then  there  was 

always  that  little  Katie  here.' 

'  Now  that  is  what  2  would  call  very  suitable,' 
said  Margaret,  regaining  her  composure.  This 
recollection  freed  her  at  once  from  a  little  fear 
that  was  beginning  to  creep  upon  her.  '  Katie  ! 
that  would  just  be  the  best  thing  in  the  world 
for  him  ;  for  the  Setons  are  very  well  connected  ; 
and  it  would  settle  Philip  Stormont,  and  make 
him  steady,  and  be  company  to  his  mother. 
There  could  be  nothing  better,'  Margaret  said. 

But,  unfortunately,  this  was  not  how  the 
matter  presented  itself  to  those  who  were  more 
immediately   concerned.     Mrs.    Stormont   went 
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forth  in  haste  and  heat,  which  okl  Sunon,  as  he 
opened  the  door,  perceived  with  a  chuckle, 
divining,  Avith  tolerable  justice,  the  state  of 
affairs :  for  Simon,  an  old  family  retainer,  was 
just  as  determined  as  Miss  Margaret  that  no 
long-leggit  lad  should  cany  off  the  young  lady 
of  ]\Im-kley.  Mrs.  Stormont  went  away  very 
hurriedly,  and  in  so  doing  encountered  little  Katie 
Seton  hmiying  towards  the  house.  The  very 
sight  of  the  ghl  added  to  the  soreness  and  sense 
of  downfall  which  was  in  the  mind  of  Philip's 
mother.  She  seemed  to  see  Fate  low^ering  upon 
her  over  Katie's  head.  What  if  she  were  destined 
to  accept  the  minister's  daughter  for  her  son's 
wife  after  all ! 

'  You  are  losing  no  time,'  she  said.  '  Katie ! 
you  mean  to  hear  all  the  grand  news  and  see 
the  grand  dresses  the  first  moment  that  it's 
possible.     It  is  the  best  way.' 

'  I  am  not  so  early  as  you,  IMrs.  Stormont,' 
said  Katie,  who  was  pert,  and  not  inclined  to 
yield  her  own  cause. 

'  You  Avill  allow  there  is  a  difference,'  the 
angry  woman  said.  '  ]\Iy  son  was  to  have 
travelled  A^dth  them ;  but  he  had  a  number  of 
engagements,  having  so  many  friends  in  London, 
and  he  left  them  in  the  lurch,  which  gentlemen 
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are  too  apt  to  Jo,  cA'en  at  the  last  moment.  It 
is  not  pretty  of  tliem,  but  it's  just  their  nature/ 
said  Mrs.  Stormont.  This  was  an  aiTow  into 
Katie's  heart  as  well  as  a  forestalling-  of  any 
report  in  respect  to  Philip's  unsuccess  which  she 
might  hear.  Katie  replied  with  a  smile  only, 
and  went  on  to  the  house ;  but  she  had  received 
the  arrow.  And  Philip's  mother  felt  that  she 
had  in  some  degree  redeemed  the  fallen  fortunes 
of  the  day. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

* .  A  ND  was  it  all  veiy  grand,  Lilias  ?  and  did 
XX  the  ladies  wear  their  diamonds  every 
day  ?  and  did  you  see  the  Queen  ?  and  what  did 
she  say  to  yon  ?  I've  come  to  hear  everything 
— everything  I'  cried  Katie.  She  had  taken  off 
her  hat  and  estabhshed  herself  in  that  corner  of 
the  book-room  where  so  many  talks  had  taken 
place,  where  Lilias  had  painted  all  the  anticipa- 
tory scenes  of  gTandem-  which  she  intended  to 
go  through,  and  where  she  had  listened  to 
Katie's  plans,  and  not  refused  her  aid.  It  was 
a  year  since  they  had  met,  and  Lihas,  seated 
there,  with  a  Httle  mist  of  suspense  about  her, 
waiting  for  the  next  chapter  in  her  life,  had  an 
an-  of  dreamy  development  and  ifaaturity  which 
made  a  great  impression  upon  her  fiiend.  In 
other  days  Katie,  though  the  youngest,  had 
been  the  one  that  knew  most  of  the  world. 
She  had  been    full   of  dances,   of  partners,  of 
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wliat  this  one  and  that  had  said,  while  Lihas  liad 
still  no  souvenirs.  But  all  this  had  changed. 
It  was  Lilias  now  who  knew  the  world.  She  had 
gone  away,  she  had  been  in  the  secrets  of 
society.  She  knew  how  duchesses  looked,  and 
what  they  put  on.  She  had  seen  princes  walk- 
ing familiarly  about  as  if  they  were  but  men. 
Was  it  this  lofty  experience  Avhich  gave  her 
that  soft  air  as  of  a  dream  enveloping  her,  as  if, 
to  put  it  in  Katie's  way,  she  was  thinking  of 
something  else,  listening  for  somebody  coming. 
Katie  did  not  luiderstand  the  change ;  but  she 
saw  it  now,  and  it  overawed  her.  Her  eyes 
sought  those  of  Lilias  wistfully.  There  were 
other  questions  more  important  which  she  had 
to  ask;  but,  to  begin  with,  the  general  ones 
seemed  necessary.  She  kept  in  her  personal 
anxieties  with  an  effort.  For  Katie  had  many 
personal  anxieties  too,  and  was  rather  woe- 
begone and  pale,  not  like  the  sprightly  little  girl 
of  old. 

'  It  was  not  nearly  so  grand  as  I  thought — 
nothing  is  ever  so  grand  as  you  think,'  said 
Lilias.  '  London  town  is  just  big — big — not 
grand  at  all,  and  men  just  look  like  men,  and 
women  like  women.  They  are  silly  just  like 
ourselves.     It  is  not  another  Avorld,  as  1  once 
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thought.  It  is  quite  the  same.  It  was  an  aiofid 
disappointment,'  said  Lihas,  with  a  Scottish 
force  of  adjective  which  had  not  come  to  be 
slang  in  those  days  ;  '  but  it  was  just  nice  enough 
all  the  same,'  she  added,  condescendingly,  after 
a  momentary  pause.  '  I  thought  I  would  just 
look  at  it  all,  and  admire  it ;  but  you  could  not 
do  that,  you  had  just  to  take  your  part,  as  if 
you  had  been  at  home.' 

'Oh,  I  should  not  have  cared  to  look  at  it,' 
said  Katie.  '  I  woidd  have  liked  to  have  my 
share.' 

'  Except  at  the  countess's,'  said  Lihas,  with  an 
involuntary  laugh.  '  We  stood  there,  and  looked 
on.  Lady  Ida  came  and  talked  to  us,  and  the 
countess  herself.  And  then  we  stood  and  stared 
at  all  the  people.  It  makes  me  laugh  now,  but 
then  it  was  like  to  make  me  cvj.  We  were  only 
country  neighbours  there.' 

'And  Avhat  were  you  in  the  other  houses?' 
Katie  asked. 

'  I  don't  know.     It  was  different '  Lihas 

paused  a  httle,  musing,  with  eyes  full  of  a  smile 
of  recollection  ;  then  she  said,  suddenly,  glad  to 
have  an  outlet, '  Guess  whom  we  met  in  London 
— a  gentleman — one  that  you  know.  And  he 
knew  everybody — and '  Lilias  made  another 
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pause  of  grateful  thought,  then  added,  softly, 
'  he  was  a  great  man  there.' 

Katie  clasped  her  hands  together.  To  her 
Philip  Stormont  was  a  great  man  anywhere. 
Her  little  countenance  flushed,  then  gre^sv  pale, 
and  it  could  be  seen  how  thin  her  cheeks  had 
grown,  and  her  eyes  big  and  eager,  as  the 
colour  melted  out  of  her  face.  She  did  not 
say  anything,  but  looked  at  Lilias  ^^^th  a  ^\nde- 
eyed,  deeply  meaning,  rcproachfid  look.  Her 
poor  little  bosom  heaved  with  a  painful,  long- 
drawn  breath.  Oh,  how  can  you  speak  to  me 
of  him,  her  eyes  seemed  to  say ;  and  yet  how 
anxious  she  was  to  hear  ! 

'  Can't  you  guess  T  said  Lilias,  Avith  a  smile  of 
content. 

'  I  suppose — it  could  be  but  one  person.  But 
oh,  Lilias,  everything  is  so  changed,  so  changed  !' 
cried  poor  little  Katie ;  and  those  caves,  once 
soft  circles  in  Avhich  her  pretty  eyes  were  set, 
seemed  to  contract,  and  fill  with  deep  lakes  of 
tears.  She  kept  them  back  with  a  great  effort, 
and  produced  a  little  pitiful  smile,  the  best  she 
could  mAister.  '  I  am  sure  it  isn't  vour  fault,' 
she  said,  magnanimously.  '  Tell  me — all  about 
it,  Lilias.' 

'  All  about  what  V     LiKas  paused  too,  to  look 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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at  her  in  amazement,  and  a  sort  of  cold  breath 
came  into  her  heart,  chilhng  her  in  spite  of  her- 
self. '  I  did  not  know,'  she  said,  with  sudden 
spirit,  waking  out  of  her  dream, '  that  ]\Ir.  ]\Iur- 
ray  was  of  any  consequence,  Katie,  to  you.' 

Katie's  countenance  changed  again  in  a 
moment  from  misery  to  gladness. 

'  Oh,  Mr,  Murray !'  she  cried.  In  the  relief  of 
the  moment,  the  tears  came  dropping  down  her 
cheeks  like  rain,  and  she  laughed  in  the  sudden 
ease  of  her  mind.  '  No,  no  consequence,  no 
consequence  at  all,'  she  cried.  '  I  thought — I 
thought  it  must  be ' 


The  eyes  of  the  girls  met,  the  one  inquiring, 
almost  with  a  gleam  of  contempt ;  the  other 
sh^dy  drawing  back,  denying  the  answer. 

'  I  see,'  said  Lilias,  nodding  her  head.     '  No,  I 

had  not  forgotten.     I  knew  very  well But, 

dear  Katie,'  she  cried,  Avith  the  unrestrained 
laugh  of  youth,  '  you  could  not  think  Philip — 
for  it  was  Philip  you  thought  of — could  be  a 
great  man  in  London.  Philip  !'  The  idea 
brought  mth  it  a  peal  of  laughter.  '  He  may 
be  very  nice  at  home,  but  among  all  the 
fashionable  folk  there !' 

Katie  did  not  laugh  with  her  friend ;  on  the 
contrary,  she  grew  red  and  angry.     Her  tears 
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dried,  liigli  indignation  lighted  up  her  face,  but 
•along  mtli  it  a  little  consolation  too. 

'  They  say,'  said  Katie,  '  that  yon  were  not 
always  of  that  mind,  Lilias,  and  that  he  Avas 
wath  yon — oh,  every  day.  They  say  he  went 
with  yon  to  all  the  parties,  and  danced  with 

yon   every   dance.      They   say I   wonld 

like  you  to  tell  me  true,'  cried  the  little  girl. 
'  Oh,  you  need  not  think  I  will  break  my  heart ! 
Whatever  has  happened,  if  you  think  1  will 
make  a  work  about  it,  and  a  fuss,  and  all  that, 
you  are  just  mistaken,  Lilias !  I  hope  I  have 
more  pride  than  that.  If  he  likes  you  better 
than  me,  he  is  welcome,  oh,  he  is  welcome  ! 
And  if  you  that  were  my  own  friend,  that  was 
like  a  sister — that  was ' 

Poor  little  Katie  was  choked  with  tears  and 
excitement.  She  could  not  say  any  more.  Her 
voice  failed  her  altogether,  everything  swam 
and  wavered  in  her  eyes.  Her  own  famihar 
friend  had  deceived  her,  her  love  had  forsaken 
her.  The  bitterness  of  abandonment  was  in 
her  heart.  She  had  struggled  hard  to  show 
what  her  mother  called  'a  proper  pride,'  and 
though  it  had  hollowed  out  the  sockets  of  her 
eyes,  and  taken  the  colom  from  her  cheeks, 
she  thought  she  had  succeeded.     But  to  hear 

Q  2 
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Lilias,  who  had  stolen  him  away,  speak  dis- 
daiufiilly  of  Phihp,  to  hear  him  scoffed  at,  whom 
Katie  thought  the  first  and  most  desirable  of 
hmnan  beings  ;  it  is  impossible  to  say  how 
hard   this  was.     All  the  faculties   of  her   sou 

rose  up  against  it :  and  yet — and  yet She 

would  not  have  let  herself  go,  and  suspend 
her  proper  pride  so  entirely,  if  there  had  not 
been  beyond,  as  it  were  the  sense  of  her 
despair,  a  rising  gleam  of  hope. 

'  Who  said  that  V  cried  Lihas,  in  great  astonish- 
ment and  dismay.  And  then  she  drew  Katie's 
unwilling  form  towards  her.  '  Do  you  think  so 
much  about  Philip  still  ?  Oh,  Katie,  he  is  not 
half  good  enough  for  you.' 

Katie  flung  herself  out  of  her  friend's  gTasp. 

'  I  can  put  up  with  your  treachery,'  she  cried. 
'  Oh  !  I  can  stand  that ;  but  to  hear  you  insult 
Philip  is  what  I  will  not,  I  will  not  bear!' 

Upon  which  Lilias  sprang  to  her  feet  also. 

'  I  -will  say  just  what  I  please  of  Pliilip,'  she 
cried ;  '  and  w^ho  is  to  stop  me  ?  '\^niat  am  I 
caring  about  Philip  ?  I  just  endured  him  be- 
cause of  you.  He  neither  went  with  me  to 
parties,  nor  danced  vdth  me,  nor  was  with  us 
every  day.  He  is  just  a  long-leggit  lad,  as  Mar- 
garet says.     If  he  was  rich  or  great,  or  if  he 
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■was  clever  and  wise,  or  even  if  lie  was  jiist  Idud 

— kind  and  true  like  some But  he  is  none 

of  these,  none  of  these,  Katie,  not  half  good 
enough  for  you;  and  me,  what  is  Philip  to  meT 
Lilias  cried,  ^vith  a  grand  disdain. 

'  Perhaps  he  has  forsaken  you — too,'  said 
Katie,  looking  at  her  with  mingled  wrath  and 
relief  and  indignation.  She  was  very  wroth 
and  wounded  for  Philip,  but  her  heart,  which 
had  been  so  sore,  felt  cooled  and  eased  as  b}- 
the  dropping  of  some  heavenly  dew.  Her  anger 
with  Lilias  was  boundless.  She  could  not  re- 
frain from  that  little  blow  at  her,  and  yet  she 
could  have  embraced  her  for  every  careless 
word  she  said. 

Lilias  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  uncertain 
whether  to  be  angry  too.  But  then  the  absur- 
dity of  the  idea  that  Phihp  might  have  forsaken 
her,  suddenly  seized  her.  She  laughed  out  with 
a  gaiety  that  could  not  be  mistaken,  and  took 
her  seat  again. 

'  When  you  are  done  questioning  me  about 
Philip — '  she  said.  '  I  would  not  have  remem- 
bered Philip  but  for  you.  We  forgot  he  was  to 
have  come  home  with  us,  and  never  let  Mm 
know  ;  and  nobody  remembered,  not  even  Jecm. 
But  we  have  heard  enough  of  Philip  since  we 
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came  home.  His  mother  has  been  here,  demand- 
ing, "What  have  you  done  Tvdth  my  Philip?'" 
Lihas  here  fell  into  Mrs.  Stormont's  tone,  and 
Katie,  though  still  in  tears,  had  hard  ado  not  to 
laugh.  '  Just  demanding  him  from  Margaret 
and  from  me :  and  you  next,  Katie.  As  if  we 
were  Phihp's  keepers !  He  is  big  enough,  I 
hope,  to  take  care  of  himself.' 

Here  Katie  came  stealing  up  to  her  friend,, 
■\¥inding  a  timid  arm  about  her  neck. 

'  Oh !  Lilias,  was  it  all  stories  ?  and  are  you 
true,  are  you  true  V 

'  Is  that  what  has  made  you  just  a  httle 
ghost  ?  And  why  did  you  never  write  and  tell 
me,  when  I  could  have  put  it  all  right  with  a 
word?' 

'  Oh,  what  could  I  sayf  cried  Katie.  'A  girl 
must  have  a  proper  pride.  Would  I  let  you  see 
and  let  him  see  that  I  was  minding  ?  Oh  !  no, 
no  !  and  his  mother  every  time  we  met  her,  and 
every  time  mamma  met  her,  always,  ahvays  on 
about  Philip  and  you.  She  told  us  all  the  places 
he  went  Avith  you — every  place,  even  to  the 
Queen's  Court :  and  there  was  his  name  in  the 
Times — for  she  got  it  on  purpose,  and  sent  it  over 
the  water  to  papa :  and  she  said  he  always  con- 
trived to  get  an  invitation  wherever  you  went.' 
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Lilias  smiled  witli  liigli  disdain. 

'  Many  people  would  Lave  liked  to  do  that,' 
slie  said,  '  for  we  went  to  the  grandest  houses, 
where  Philip  Stormont,  or  even  the  Murrays  of 
Murkley,  who  are  very  different,  ■  would  never 
set  a  foot.  Oh !  it  was  no  credit  of  ours — we 
just  had — a  fiiend ' 

'  A  friend  !  And  that  Avas  the  gentleman  you 
meant,  not  him ;  and  it  was  a  person  I  knew  ?  I 
cannot  guess  it,  for  I  don't  know  any  person  who 
could  be  a  friend  to  you.  But  just  it  was  not — 
him  ?  That  is  so  wonderful,  I  cannot  think  of 
anything  else ;  for  all  this  time  I  have  been  think- 
ing and  thinking,  and  trying  not  to  think,  and 
then  just  thinking  the  more.' 

Lilias  smiled  upon  her,  a  gracious,  but  half 
disdainful,  half  disappointed  smile.  Katie  could 
think  of  nothing  but  this.  She  had  no  sympathy, 
no  interest,  in  what  had  happened  to  her  friend. 
It  hm-t  Lihas  a  little  :  for  there  was  no  one  else 
whom  she  could  speak  to  of  that  other  who  was 
so  much  more  important  than  Philip.  She  was 
wounded  a  little,  and  retired  into  herself  in  lofty, 
but  gentle  superiority.  She  could  have  told 
things  that  would  have  made  her  little  com- 
panion admire  and  wonder.  But  what  did  Katie 
care  except  about  Philip,  a  country  youth  Avho 
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was  nobody,  a  rustic  geutleman  that  gaped  and 
was  helpless  in  the  brilliant  Avorld  ?  LiUas  felt 
a  gi-eat  superiority,  but  yet  a  little  check  and 
disappointment  too.  It  seemed  to  her  that  her 
little  companion  had  fallen  far  behind  her  in  the 
march  of  life,  that  Katie  was  only  a  child,  cry- 
ing, sobbing,  unable  to  tliink  of  anything  but 
one  thing — and  a  little  nobody,  too.  She  her- 
self had  gone  a  long  way  beyond  her  little  rural 
companion,  which  was  quite  just — ^for  was  not 
Lihas  a  whole  year  older,  besides  her  season  in 
town  ?  So  she  allowed  herself  to  be  tolerant 
and  indulgent.  Was  it  not  natm^al '?  So  young 
and  Kttle,  and  only  one  thing  in  her  head — 
Philip,  and  no  more.  Lilias  put  away  her  own 
interrupted  liistory  "vvith  a  proud  seh-denial. 
She  would  not  betray  it  to  anyone  who  was  not 
worthy  of  that  confidence,  although  her  heart 
ached  a  Httle  with  the  solitude  of  it  and  the 
need  of  speech.  But  surely  it  was  but  for  a  day 
or  two  that  it  could  be  allowed  to  continue,  this 
solitude  of  the  heart?  She  Avent  out  in  the 
afternoon  with  Katie  for  a  walk,  and  went  to 
New  Murkley  with  many  a  thought.  But  New 
Mm-kley  was  overflowing  to  Katie  with  images 
of  Phihp,  and  Lilias  moved  along  abstracted, 
always  with  a  little  sense  of  disdainful  wonder 
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and  toleration  for  one  who  could  think  of  nothing 
but  Philip,  though  on  the  verge,  had  she  chosen, 
of  far  greater  things. 

When  she  returned  to  her  sisters  afterwards, 
she  found  these  ladies  in  a  state  of  great  per- 
turbation and  distress.  Jean  Avas  sitting,  with 
her  bonnet  still  on,  too  much  agitated  to  think 
of  her  work.  JMargaret  was  walking  up  and 
down  the  drawing-room,  also  in  her  outdoor 
dress,  and  canying  on  an  indignant  monologue. 
The  entrance  of  Lilias  thscomposed  them  both. 
They  had  not  expected  her,  and,  as  Margaret 
did  not  perceive  her  at  first,  Jean  gave  a  little 
exclamation  of  warning. 

'  Margaret,  it  is  Lilias  !'  she  cried. 

And  Margaret,  in  her  walk  up  and  down, 
turned  roimd  and  faced  her,  vnth  a  look  of 
annoyance  which  it  was  impossible  to  conceal. 
She  was  heated  and  angry,  and  the  interruption 
aggravated  her  discontent.     IShe  said, 

'  Well,  what  about  Lilias  ?  It's  all  Lilias  so 
far  as  I  can  see,  and  we  seem  just  fated  to  have 
no  more  peace  in  our  lives.' 

'  Is  it  I  that  am  takmg  away  your  peace, 
Margaret?'  Lilias  said.  She  had  come  in  with 
a  kind  of  lofty  sadness  and  longing,  her  heart 
full,  and  no  relief  to  it  possible,  her  life  waiting. 
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as  it  seemed,  for  a  touch  from  ^\atliout — a  some- 
tliing  wliicli  could  not  come  of  her  own  initia- 
tive. It  was  not  enough  to  trouble  her  as  with 
a  sense  of  dependence,  but  only  to  make  her 
sensible  of  an  incompleteness,  an  impotence, 
which  yet  was  sweet. 

'  There  are  several  persons,  it  appears,  from 
whom  ye  have  taken  away  the  peace,'  said 
Margaret.  '  The  countryside  is  just  ringing 
Avith  it  from  all  I  hear.  "When  was  it  that  you 
gave  so  much  encouragement  to  that  long- 
leggit  fellow,  Philip  Stormont  ?  I  have  heard 
of  little  else  all  the  time  I  have  been  out,  and 
Jean  will  tell  you  the  same  thing.  They  say 
he  went  to  every  place  with  us  m  London  (I 
told  you  not  to  take  liim  to  the  theatre,  Jean), 
and  that  it's  all  settled  between  him  and  you.' 

'  Margaret,  I  would  not  speak  like  that  to 
Lilias  that  knows  nothing  about  such  things.' 

'  Just  hold  yom-  peace,  Jean  ;  if  she  does  not 
know  about  them,  she'll  have  to  learn.  When 
a  man  Avants  her  to  many  him,  she'll  have  to 
hear  about  it,  and  make  her  own  decision.' 
Margaret's  conscience,  perhaps,  upbraided  her 
at  this  moment,  for  she  made  a  perceptible 
pause,  then  resmned,  Avith  increased  impatience  : 
'  It  may  be  true,  for  anything  aa^c  can  tell.     You 
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gave  him  great  encouragement,  they  say,  before 
we  went  from  here — was  that  true?  for  I've 
many  a  thing  to  think  of,  and  I  cannot  call  all 
these  bits  of  nothings  to  mind.' 

'  Oh,  Margaret,  how  can  ye  upbraid  our  Lilias, 
that  is  as  innocent  as  an  infant?  Encourage- 
ment, as  they  call  it,  Avas  what  she  never  gave 
any  lad.  Encouragement,  say  they  ? — that  just 
means  a  forward  person  that  knoAvs  what  a  gen- 
tleman is  meaning,  and  helps  him  on.  Lilias, 
my  dear,'  said  Jean,  '  you'll  just  run  away. 
Even  to  hear  the  like  of  that  is  not  for  you.' 

'  Is  it  Philip  Stormont  again  T  cried  Lilias. 
'  I  think  you  are  very  unkind,  ]\Iargaret ;  you 
ought  to  take  my  part,  instead  of  scolding  me. 
What  am  I  caring  about  Philip  Stormont?  I 
wish  he  was — no,  I  don't  wish  him  any  harm — 
I  don't  care  enough  about  him,'  cried  the  girl, 
angrily.     '  What  is  it  now  T 

'  She  knows  there  is  something,  Jean.' 

'  And  how  could  she  help  knowing,  Margaret, 
when  his  mother  Avas  at  her  this  morning  Avith 
that  very  word  in  her  mouth  ?  Encouragement ! 
— it's  just  his  mother's  doing,  everything  about 
it ;  he  would  never  raise  that  cry  himself.' 

'  Himself ! — he  has  not  enough  in  liim,'  said 
Margaret.      '  But,   Lihas,   Avhatever    you    have 
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done,  you  will  have  to  bear  the  blame,  and  it 
must  just  be  a  lesson  to  us  all.  In  the  first 
place,  they  were  all  for  congratulating  us,  every 
person  we  met.  Bonnie  congratulations !  I 
think  the  w^orkl  is  out  of  its  wits.  To  wish  us 
joy  of  wedding  the  heiress  of  Mm-kley  upon  a 
bonnet-lah'd  hke  Philip  Stormont!  The  old 
Mm-rays  would  just  turn  in  then  graves,  but  all 
this  senseless  canailye  wishes  us  joy.' 

'  Oh,  whisht,  Margaret !  the  people  just  meant 
very  well ;  no  doubt  they  had  many  a  private 
thought'  in  then  mind,  but  they  would  think  it 
was  well  to  put  the  best  face  upon  it.' 

'  And,  when  they  saw  we  knew  nothing  of  it, 
Avhat  does  the  minister's  wife  do  but  reads  me  a 
lecture  on  the  sin  of  crossing  young  folk  in  their 
aifections !  I  am  the  kind  of  person,  you  will 
say,  to  be  lectured  by  Mrs.  Seton  and  Mrs.  Stor- 
mont, and  all  the  rest,'  said  Margaret,  with  a 
laugh  of  scorn ;  but  it  was  not  indiiferent  to  her. 
There  Avas  a  slight  nervous  tremor  about  her 
person,  which  betrayed  a  vexation  almost  more 
serious  than  her  Avords  conveyed.  '  I  am  not 
finding  fault  Avith  you,  Lilias.  I  well  beheve 
you  meant  no  harm,  and  never  thought  you 
could  be  misconceived  ;  but  I  would  mind  upon 
this  in  the  future  if  I  were  you.     Meet  with 
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nobody  and  walk  with  nobody  but  tlioso  that 
belong  to  yon,  or  that  are  like  yourself.  If  you 
do  that,  you  will  give  no  handle  to  any  ill- 
disposed  person.  My  dear,  I  am  not  finding 
fault.' 

'It  sounds  worse  than  finding  fault,'  said 
Lihas.     'It   sounds   as  if  you   thought    I  liad 

been Oh  !'  she  cried,  with  a  little  stamp  of 

her  foot,  'imwomanly! — you  will  not  say  the 
word,  but  I  know  that  is  what  you  moan.  And 
it  is  not  so — it  never  was  so.  It  was  not  for  me, 
it  was  for ' 

Here  Lilias  stopped  in  her  impetuous  self- 
defence,  stopped,  and  blushed  crimson,  and  said, 
more  impetuously  still,  but  with  a  tone  of  humil- 
ity and  self-reproach — 

'  I  am  just  a  traitor !  It  is  true— I  am  a  false 
friend.' 

'  That  was  what  I  said,  Margaret,'  cried  Jean, 
'  you  will  mind  what  I  said.' 

Of  this  Margaret  took  no  notice,  neither  of 
the  interrupted  speech  of  Lihas,  but  continued 
to  pace  about  the  room  with  a  clouded  brow. 
She  asked  no  further  explanations ;  but  she  had 
many  thoughts  to  oppress  her  mind.  The  Coun- 
tess had  been  one  of  those  who  had  Avished  her 
joy.     That  great  lady  had  stopped  her  carriage, 
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in  which  Lady  Ida  sat  smihng,  and,  with  a  cer- 
tain air  of  triumph,  had  offered  her  congratula- 
tions. 

'  I  always  thought  there  was  something  be- 
tween them,'  she  had  said,  '  and  two  such  charm- 
ing young  people,  and  in  every  Avay  so  suitable — ' 

'  Your  ladyship  seems  to  forget,'  Margaret 
had  said,  trembhng  with  wrath,  '  that  the  Hur- 
rays of  Mm-ldey  have  been  in  the  county  before 
any  other  name  that's  worth  counting  was  heard 
of,  and  were  never  evened  with  the  small  gentry, 
so  far  as  I  know,  till  this  day.' 

'  Oh !  my  dear  Miss  Murray,  that  is  quite  an 
antediluvian  view  to  take,'  the  Comitess  had 
said,  and  had  driven  off  in  gi-eat  glee,  accepting 
none  of  the  angry  sister's  denials.  There  was 
something  underneath  that  made  this  very  gall- 
ing to  Margaret.  Young  Lord  Bellendean  had 
been  one  of  those  that  had  been  at  the  feet  of 
Lilias,  and  this  was  the  reason  of  his  mother  s 
triumph.  It  had  its  effect  upon  ]\Iargaret,  too,  in 
a  way  which  was  not  very  flattering  to  young 
Bellendean.  She  had  not  been  insensible  to  the 
pleasm-e  of  seeing  the  best  match  in  the  country- 
side refused  by  her  httle  sister.  Lord  Bellen- 
dean, too,  was  one  of  the  class  which  she 
described  as  long-leggit  lads ;  but  a  peerage  and 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.  239 

great  estates  make  a  difFerence.  Lilias  had 
never  sliown  any  inclination  towards  their  noble 
young  neighbour ;  but  the  refusal  of  him  would 
have  been  gratifying.  And  now  his  mother, 
with  this  story  of  Philip,  would  turn  Bellendean 
effectually  away.  This  was  the  chief  sting  of 
the  discovery  she  had  made.  But  even  to  Jean 
she  had  not  betrayed  herself.  She  was  aware 
that  perhaps  it  was  not  a  very  elevated  hope, 
and  that  her  mortification  would  have  but  little 
sympathy  had  the  cause  of  it  been  revealed. 
This  was  in  the  foreground  of  her  mind,  and 
lield  the  chief  place  among  her  disturbed 
thoughts.  But  it  was  not  all.  She  could  not 
flatter  herself  she  had  got  rid  of  Lewis  ]\Iurray 
by  turning  her  back  upon  him.  Thus  she  stood 
as  in  the  midst  of  a  circle  of  masked  batteries. 
She  did  not  know  from  which  side  the  next 
broadside  would  come.  It  was  indispensable 
for  her  to  be  prepared  on  every  hand. 


240 


CHAPTER  XII. 

PHILIP  STORMONT  did  not  retm-u  home  for 
a  week,  diu-ing  Avhich  period  Lilias  had 
ample  reason  to  share  her  sister's  annoyance. 
She  Avas  received  wherever  she  appeared  with 
congratnlations  and  good  wishes,  though  it  was 
a  very  daft -like  thing,  the  village  people  thought, 
for  young  folk,  who  had  known  each  other  all 
their  lives  and  might  have  spoken  whenever 
they  pleased,  to  go  away  up  to  London,  and 
meet  in  strange  houses  there  before  they  could 
come  to  an  understanding. 

'  No  true !  hoot,  Miss  Lilias  !  It  must  be  true, 
for  I  had  it  from  the  leddy  hersel','  was  the  re- 
ception her  denial  got :  and  there  was  not  un- 
frequently  a  glance  aside  ai  Katie,  which  show- 
ed the  consciousness  of  the  speaker  of  another 
claim.  It  was  a  cm-ious  study  in  human  nature 
for  the  neighbourhood,  and,  though  it  was  per- 
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liaps  cruel,  the  interest  of  the  race  in  mental 
phenomena  generally  may  have  accounted  for 
the  pleasure  mingled  with  compassion  with 
Avhich  one  after  another  offered  in  Katie's  pres- 
ence their  good  wishes  to  Lilias,  keenly  observ- 
ing meantime  the  air  and  aspect  of  the  maiden 
forsaken. 

'It'll  no  haA-e  been  true  about  Miss  Katie  and 
him,  after  all,'  Janet,  at  the  '  Murkley  Arms,'  an- 
nounced to  her  husband,  '  for  she  took  it  just  as 
steady  as  a  judge.' 

'  Oh,  ay,  it  was  true  enough ;  but  men  are 
scarce,  and  he's  just  ta'en  his  pick,'  said 
Adam. 

'  My  word,  but  he's  no  blate,'  said  Janet,  in 
high  indignation.  '  Two  of  the  bonniest  and 
best  in  a'  the  countryside  for  Phihp  Stormont  to 
take  his  pick  o' !  I  would  soon  learn  him  an- 
other lesson.  And  it's  just  a'  lees — a'  lees  from 
beginning  to  end.' 

'  In  that  case,'  said  Adam,  with  philosophic 
calm,  '  I  would  not  fash  my  thoom  about  it,  if  I 
were  you.'  But  this  philosophy  was  more  than 
Janet  was  capable  of.  She  bade  him  gang  aff 
to  his  fishing  for  a  cauld-heai-ted  loon,  that  took 
nae  interest  in  his  fellow-creatm-es. 

'  It's  naething  to  you  if  a  young  thing  breaks 

VOL.  III.  R 
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lier  bit  lieart,'  Janet  said ;  and  she  added,  with  a 
sigh,  '  No  to  say  that  I  had  ither  views  for  Miss 
Lihas  mysel'.' 

Perhaps  it  was  some  ghmmer  of  these  '  ither 
views,'  some  imphcation  of  another  name,  never 
mentioned,  but  understood  between  them  by  a 
subtle  feminine  freemasonry,  wliich  made  Lilias 
insist  so  warmly  to  Janet  upon  the  falsehood  of 
the  common  report.  The  girls  went  on  to  the 
manse  after  this  explanation,  Lilias  walking  with 
great  dignity,  but  with  a  flush  of  offence  and 
annoyance  on  her  face. 

'I  Avish  he  would  just  come  back,  and  let 
them  sec  it  is  all  lies,'  Lihas  cried. 

Katie  dried  a  furtive  tear  when  they  got 
within  the  shelter  of  the  manse  garden.  AVould 
Philip,  when  he  came,  show  that  it  was  all 
hes  ?  or  was  he  minded,  like  his  mother,  to 
make  it  true  ?  And,,  if  he  put  forth  those 
persuasive  powers  wliich  Katie  felt  so  deeply, 
could  Lilias  resist  him  ?  These  questions  kept 
circling  through  Katie's  braui  in  endless  suc- 
cession. '  It  would  maybe  be  better  if  he  never 
came  back,'  she  said,  with  a  sigh. 

Mrs.  Setoii  was  in  all  the  bustle  of  her  morn- 
ing's occupations.  She  came  into  the  drawing- 
room  a  little  heated,  and  vnth.  some  suppressed 
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excitement  in  her  eyes.  Katie's  mother  was 
not  entirely  in  Katie's  confidence,  but  she  liincw 
enough  of  her  chikl's  mind  to  take  an  agitated 
and  somewhat  angry  interest  in  the  news  of 
LiHas'  supposed  engagement.  Perhaps  indeed 
she  was  not  Avithout  a  guilty  sense  of  inten- 
tion in  her  former  liospitahty  to  Philip,  whicli 
turned  now,  by  a  very  common  alchymy  of 
the  mind,  into  an  angry  feeling  that  she  had 
been  kind  to  him,  and  that  he  had  been  very 
ungrateful.  She  came  in  with  a  little  bustle, 
imable  to  chase  from  her  countenance  some 
traces  of  offence. 

'  AVell,  Lilias,  so  j^ou  have  come  to  be  eon- 
gratulated,"  she  said.  '  I  am  sure  1  wish  you 
every  prosperity.  Nobody  will  doubt  that  we 
wish  you  well,  such  great  friends .  as  you  liave 
always  been  with  Katie,  and  all  the  old  con- 
nection between  us  and  Murkley.'  Here  she 
kissed  the  girl  on  both  cheeks  sharply,  con- 
veying a  httle  anger  even  in  the  kiss.  '  But  I 
think,  you  know,  you  were  a  little  wanting — 
oh !  just  a  little  wanting,  I'll  not  say  much — 
considering  all  the  intimacy,  not  to  write  at 
once  and  let  Katie  know ' 

'I  would  like  to  hear  what  there  was  to  let 
Katie    know,'    cried    Lilias,   with    indignation. 

It  >u 
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'And  why  you  should  wish  me  prosperity  ?  You 
never  did  it  before.  I  am  just  as  I  always 
was  before ;  and  as  for  Pliilip  Stormont,'  cried 
the  girl,  '  he  is  nothmg  to  me.  Oh,  yes,  he  is 
something — he  is  a  great  trouble  and  bother, 
and  makes  Margaret  angry,  and  everybody  talk 
nonsense.  I  wish  he  was  at  the  other  end  of 
the  world !'  Lihas  cried,  Avith  a  little  stamp  of 
her  impatient  foot  upon  the  floor. 

'Dear  me!'  said  Mrs.  Seton,  '  but  this  is  very 
different  from  Avhat  wo  heard.  No,  no,  it  must 
be  just  a  little  temper,  Lilias,  and  Margaret's 
scolding  that  makes  you  turn  it  off  like  this. 
I  can  well  understand  Margaret  being  angry,' 
said  the  minister's  -wafe,  with  a  gleam  of  satis- 
faction. '  Her  that  thought  nobody  too  grand 
for  you;  but  there  is  no  calculating  upon 
young  folk.  Here  is  Lihas,  Robert ;  but  she  is 
just  in  an  ill  way.  She  w^ll  have  none  of  my 
good  Avishes.  She  has  quaiTclled  with  him,  I 
suppose.  AVe  all  know  what  a  lover's  quarrel 
is.  Yes,  yes,  she'll  soon  come  to  herself.  And 
it  would  be  a  terrible  thing,  you  know,  to  tell 
a  fib  to  your  clergyman,' ^^Mrs.  Seton  said,  with 
an  attempt  at  raillery ;  but  she  was  anxious  in 
spite  of  herself. 

*  Miss  Lilias,'  said  the  minister,  who  had  come 
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in,  and  who  was  more  formal,  '  will  have  little 
doubt  of  onr  good  wishes  in  all  circmnstances, 
and  especially  on  a  happy ' 

'  Oh,  will  you  hold  all  your  tongues !'  cried 
Lilias,  driven  out  of  recollection  of  her  go(jd 
manners,  and  of  the  respect  she  owed,  as  Mrs. 
Seton  said,  to  her  clergyman.  '  There's  no 
circumstances  at  all,  and  Jiothing  happy,  nor 
to  wish  me  joy  about.  I  am  no  UKjre  engaged 
than  you  are,'  she  said,  addressing  Mr.  Seton, 
who  stood,  interrupted  in  his  little  speech,  in 
a  sort  of  consternation.  '  I  am  not  going  to  be 
married.    It  is  all  just  lies  from  beginning  to  end.' 

'  Oh,  my  dear,  you  must  not  say  that.  It  is 
dreadful  to  say  that.  If  Ave  are  really  to  believe 
you,  Lilias ' 

'You  need  not  beheve  me  unless  you  like. 
You  seem  to  tliink  I  don't  know  my  own  con- 
cerns. But  it  is  all  lies,  and  nothing  else,'  cried 
Lilias,  with  a  glow  of  momentary  fury.  '  Just 
lies  from  beginning  to  end.' 

'  Dear,  dear  me !'  said  Mrs.  Seton.  '  My  dear, 
we  Avill  not  press  it  too  far.  But  perhaps  you 
have  refused  poor  Pliilip,  and  he  cannot  make 
up  his  mind  it  has  been  final.  If  you  are  so 
sure  of  it  on  your  side,  it  Avill  perhaps  just  be  a 
mistake  on  his.' 
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'  Ob,  I  wifih.  1  had  refused  bim  !'  cried  Libas, 
setting  her  small  teetb.  '  I  wisb  be  bad  asked 
me,  and  I  would  bave  given  bim  bis  ansAver. 
1  would  bave  said  to  bim,  I  would  sooner  many 
Adam  at  tbe  inn,  I  would  sooner  bave  little 
Willie  Seton  out  of  tbe  nursery.  Ob,  there 
would  bave  been  no  mistake  I' 

'  But,  my  dear  Miss  Lilias,  why  this  warmth?' 
said  the  minister.  '  After  all,  if  the  young  man 
wanted  you  to  marry  bim,  it  was  a  compliment, 
it  was  no  offence.  He  is  a  fine  young  fello"\v, 
when  all  is  said  ;  and  why  so  hot  about  it  ?  It 
is  no  offence.' 

'  It  is  just  a '  Here  Libas  paused,  receiv- 
ing a  warning  look  from  Katie,  who  bad  placed 
herself  behind  backs,  but  now  gave  a  Httle 
furtive  pull  to  her  friend's  dress. 

'  Margaret  is  very  angry,'  she  said,  vnth  dig- 
nity, '  but  not  so  angry  as  I  am.  To  be  away  a 
whole  year,  and  then,  when  I  am  so  glad  to  come 
home,  to  bave  this  thrown  in  my  face  !  It  is  not 
Philip's  faidt,  it  is  just  Mrs.  Stormont,  who  never 
woidd  let  me  alone — and  oh !  will  you  tell  every- 
body  ?  You  may  say  out  of  pobteness  that  it 
is  a  mistake,  but  I  say  it  is  all  lies,  and  that  is 
true.' 

'  "Whisht,  whisht,  whisht,  my  dear  I'  cried  Mrs. 
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Setoii.     '  If  you  are  sure  you  are  .sincere 

No,  no  ;  me  doubting  !  I  would  never  doubt 
youi"  Avord,  if  you  are  sure  you  are  in  earnest, 
Lilias.  I  will  just  tell  everybody  witli  pleasure 
that  some  mistake  has  happened — just  some 
mistake.  You  were  old  friends,  and  never 
thought  Avhat  meaning  was  in  his  mind ;  or  it 
was  his  mother  who  put  a  wrong  interpretation. 
Yes,  yes  ;  you  may  rely  upon  me,  Lilias  :  if  you 
are  sure,  my  dear,  if  you  are  qiiite  siu*e  that  you 
are  sincere !' 

Lilias  went  home  alone,  in  high  excitement 
and  anger  with  all  the  world,  holding  her  head 
liigh,  and  refusing  to  pause  to  speak  to  the 
eager  cottagers  by  their  doors,  who  had  all  a 
Avord  to  say.  This  mode  of  treatment  was  im- 
known  at  Murkley,  and  produced  many  shakings 
of  the  head,  and  fears  that  London  had  made 
her  proud.  The  Avives  reminded  each  other  that 
they  had  never  approved  of  it.  '  Why  can  they 
no  bide  at  hame  ?  It  Avas  never  the  custom  in 
the  auld  days,'  the  Avomen  said.  But  Lilias 
made  no  response  to  their  looks.  She  went 
through  the  village  with  an  aspect  of  disdain, 
carrying  her  head  liigh;  but,  before  she  came  to 
the  gates  of  the  old  castle,  she  became  aware  of 
Mrs.  Stonnont's  pony-carriage  leisurely  descend- 
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ing  towards  the  river.  With  still  stronger  reason 
she  tossed  her  head  aloft  and  hurried  on.  But 
she  was  not  permitted  to  escape  so  easily.  Mrs. 
Stormont  made  her  preparations  to  alight  as 
soon  as  the  girl  was  Aasible,  and  left  her  no  pos- 
sibility of  escape.  She  thi-ust  her  hand,  thi-ough 
the  unwilling  arm  of  Lilias  with  confidential 
tenderness. 

'  It  was  you  I  was  looking  for,'  she  said.  She 
had  not  the  triumphant  look  which  had  been  so 
offensive  on  her  previous  A^isit.  Her  broT\"  was 
puckered  with  anxiety.  '  ^Ij  bonnie  Lily,'  she 
said,  'you  are  angry,  and  I  have  done  more 
harm  than  good.  What  ails  you  at  my  poor 
laddie,  Lilias  ^  A^  ho  have  we  thought  upon  all 
this  time  but  only  you  ?  When  I  took  all  the 
trouble  of  yon  ball,  which  was  little  pleasm'e  to 
me  at  my  time  of  hfe,  who  was  it  for  but  you  ? 
Do  you  think  I  was  wanting  to  please  the 
BauTisfaithers  and  the  Dimlops,  and  all  the  httle 
gentry  about,  or  even  the  Countess  and  Lady 

Ida  ?  I  was  wanting  to  please  you :  and  my 
Philip ' 

'  He  was  wanting  to  please  Katie  Seton,'  said 
Lilias,  with  an  angry  laugh ;  '  and  he  was  quite 
right,  for  they  were  fond,  fond  of  each  other.' 

'  Oh,  my  bonnie  pet,  what  a  mistake !'  cried 
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Mrs.  Stormout,  growing  red.  '  Katie  Seton !  I 
would  not  have  listened  to  it  for  a  moment ! 
The  Setons  Avould  never  have  been  asked  but  just 
for  civility.  Philip  to  put  up  with  all  that  little 
thing's  airs,  and  the  vulgar  mother !  Oh  !  my 
darling,  do  not  you  be  deceived.  What  said  he 
in  London  ?  AVas  there  ever  a  Avord  of  Katie  ? 
You  Avould  not  cast  up  to  him  a  folly  of  his 
youth  now  that  he's  a  man,  and  all  liis  heart  is 
set  on  you  ?' 

'  Even  if  it  was  so,'  cried  Lilias,  '  my  heart  is 
not  set  on  him  ;  I  do  not  like  him — Oh  !  yes,  I 
like  liim  well  enough.  He  is  just  a.  neighbour  ; 
biit,  Mrs.  Stormont,  nothing  more.' 

'  Lilias,  Lilias,  you  don't  know  what  you  are 
doing  !  Oh  !  my  dear,  just  think  a  little.  He 
has  never  come  home ;  he  has  taken  it  sore, 
sore  to  heart  that  you  left  town  hive  that,  and 
never  let  him  know.  How  do  I  know  what  my 
boy  is  doing,  left  by  himself,  with  a  disappointed 
heart,  among  all  yon  terrible  temptations  ?  Oh, 
my  lovely  Lily,  whom  I  have  petted  and  thought 
much  of  all  your  life,  one  word  from  you  would 
bring  Philip  home  !' 

'  I  cannot  send  him  a  word,'  cried  Lilias.  '  Oh, 
how  can  you  ask  me,  Avhen,  wherever  I  go, 
everybody  is  at  me  wishing  mo  joy ;  and,  though 
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it  is  all  lies,  they  make  nie  think  shame,  and  I 
don't  know  how  to  look  them  in  the  face ;  but  I 
am  not  ashamed — I  am  just  furious !'  Lihas  cried, 
with  bimiing  blushes.  '  And  then  you  ask  me 
to  send  him  a  word " 

'  To  bring  him  home  !  He  is  everything  I 
have  in  the  world.  Oh  I  Lilias,  you  would  not 
be  the  one  to  part  a  mother  from  her  only  son ; 
you  Avould  not  be  so  hard-hearted  as  that,  my 
Lily.  If  he  has  been  wanting  in  any  way,  if  he 
has  not  been  so  bold  in  speaking  out ' 

It  Avas  all  that  Lilias  could  do  to  contain 
herself. 

'  Do  I  want  him  to  speak  out  V  she  cried.  '  I 
do  not  want  Philip  at  all,  Mrs.  Stormont.  Will 
you  believe  what  I  tell  you  ?  If  you  want  to 
get  him  home,  let  him  come  back  to  Katie.' 

'  Put  Katie  out  of  your  mind,'  said  Mrs.  Stor- 
mont, sharply.  '  There  is  no  question  of  Katie. 
It  is  just  an  insult  to  me  to  speak  of  her  at 
all.' 

Upon  Avhich  Lilias  threw  her  head  higher  still. 

'  And  it  is  just  an  insult  to  me,'  she  cried — 
'  oh,  far,  far  worse  !  for  I  am  little  and  yoimg, 
and  not  able  to  say  a  word,  and  you  are  trjang 
to  force  me  into  Avhat  nobody  wants.  And  Mar- 
garet will  scold  me  as  if  it  were  mv  fault.' 
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'  You  are  able  to  say  plenty  for  yourself,  it 
appears  to  me,'  said  Mrs.  Stormont;  and  then 
slie  changed  her  tone.  '  Oh,  Lilias,  I  have  al- 
ways been  fond,  fond  of  you,  my  bonnie  dear.  I 
have  always  said  you  should  have  been  my  child; 
and  now,  when  there's  a  chance  that  you  may 

be  mine AVhat  ails  ye  at  my  Philip  ?    Where 

will  you  find  a  finer  lad  ?  Where  will  ye  get 
a  better  son,  except  just  when  he  loses  his  judg- 
ment ^Yith.  disappointment  and  love  ?  Oh,  ni}- 
bonnie  Lily,  he  will  come  back — he  will  come 
to  his  duty  and  liis  mother,  if  you  will  only  send 
him  a  word — ^just  a  word.' 

This  conversation  was  inteiTupted  in  the 
strangest  way  by  the  sudden  apparition  of  a 
dog-cart  driven  at  full  speed  down  the  road, 
which  Lilias  had  vaguely  perceived  approach- 
ing with  a  little  flutter  of  her  heart,  not  know- 
ing at  any  minute  who  might  appear  out  of 
the  unseen.  When  it  drew  up  suddenly  at 
the  roadside  for  a  single  moment  the  light 
wavered  in  her  eyes.  But  she  came  to  herself 
again  at  once  as  Philip  Stormont  jumped  out 
and  advanced  to  his  mother,  whose  e^^dent 
relief  and  pleasure  at  the  sight  of  him  touched 
Lilias'  heart.  The  poor  lady  trembled  so  that 
she  could  scarcely  stand.    She  could  do  nothing 
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but  gaze  at  lier  sou.  She  forgot  iu  a  momeut 
tlie  half  quarrel,  the  pathetic  plea  which  she 
was  urgiug  with  Lihas.  '  Oh,  my  boy,  you've 
come  back !'  she  said,  thi-owiug  herself  upou  him. 
Lihas  was  far  too  young  to  fathom  what  was 
iu  the  mother's  heart,  but  she  was  touched  in 
spite  of  herself.  The  change  in  Mrs.  Stormont"s 
face,  the  disappearance  of  all  the  curves  in  her 
forehead,  the  melting  of  all  the  hard  lines  in  her 
face  was  like  magic  to  the  watching  girl.  A 
little  awe  seized  her  of  the  love  that  worked  so 
profoundly,  and  which  she  had  made  so  little 
account  of.  It  Avas  true  love,  though  it  was 
not  the  form  of  true  love  of  which  one  thinks  at 
eighteen.  She  withdrew  a  little  from  them  in 
the  first  moment  of  their  meeting  Avith  natural 
delicacy,  but  did  not  go  away,  feehng  it  would 
be  somewhat  cowardly  to  attempt  to  escape. 

As  for  Philip,  when  he  had  greeted  his  mother, 
he  turned  from  her  to  Lilias  ^^•ith  a  countenance 
by  no  means  lover-like. 

'  You  played  me  a  pretty  trick,'  he  said. 
*  Lucky  for  mo  that  I  went  to  Cadogan  Place 
first.  I  might  have  been  at  the  station  now 
kicking  my  heels.' 

'  Not  for  a  Avcek,  I  hope.' 

'  I   might   have   been   there   all   night :    and 
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thinking  all  the  time  that  something  must  have 
happened.  I  did  not  take  it  kind,'  said  Phihp, 
His  mother  was  holding  his  arm,  and  already 
making  Httle  demonstrations  upon  it  to  stop 
him  in  these  ill-advised  complaints  ;  but  Philip 
paid  little  attention.  <  I  Avonder  how  you  Avould 
have  hked  it  yourself  to  bo  left  in  the  lurch 
without  a  Avord  I' 

'  We  were  all  very  sorry,'  Lilias  said,  with  an 
air  of  penitence,  and  then  she  added,  '  when  we 
remembered,'  ^xith  an  inclination  to  laugh,  Avhich 
Avas  all  the  stronger  because  of  the  graAnty  of 
the  situation  a  few^  moments  past. 

He  was  somewhat  traA^el-AVorn,  coA^ered  Avitli 
dust,  and  bearing  marks  of  the  fact  that  he  had 
left  London  the  night  before,  and  had  not  paused 
long  upon  the  Avay.  His  looks,  as  he  regarded 
Lilias,  Avere  not  those  of  a  lover,  and  as  she 
said  the  last  Avords  he  coloured  high  Avith  not 
unpardonable  resentment. 

'  I  can  well  believe  that  you  took  little  pains 
to  remember  me  at  all,'  he  said. 

'  Oh !  Philip,  lioAv  I  have  Avearied  for  you,'  said 
his  mother,  anxiously,  making  a  diversion.  '  We 
Avere  speaking  of  you,  Lilias  and  I :  and  I  Avas 
going  to  send  a  message ' 

'  You  are  ahvays  so  impatient,'  cried  Philip, 
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*  pm-suing  a  felloAv  with  telegrams  as  if  he  were 
a  thief  I  Yes,  I  waited  a  day  or  two.  There 
was  something  I  wanted  to  see.  You  can  see 
nothing  while  that  confounded  season  is  going 
on.  But  I'm  tired,  mother,  and  by  your  leave 
I'll  get  home  at  once.' 

'  You'll  excuse  him,  Lilias,'  cried  j\Irs.  Stor- 
mont,  once  more  with  anxiety  ;  '  he'll  pay  his 
respects  to  you  at  a  more  fitting  moment.  Yes, 
my  dear  boy,  certainly  wc  ANnll  go  home ;  you 
can  drive  me  back ' 

'I've  got  a  dog-cart  from  Kilmorley,'  said 
Pliilip  ;  '  and  a  better  beast  than  yours.  I'll  just 
go  on  in  that.  I'll  be  there  half  an  hour  before 
vou.' 

He  took  off  his  hat  carelessly  to  Lilias,  who  was 
looking  after  him  almost  with  as  much  astonish- 
ment as  his  mother.  Tlic  two  ladies  looked  at 
each  other  as  he  drove  away.  Poor  Mrs.  Stormont, 
after  her  agitation  and  joy,  had  grown  white  and 
troubled.  She  gazed  at  Lihas  wistfully  with  de- 
precating eyes.  The  situation  was  ruefully  comic, 
but  she  did  not  see  it.  To  have  compromised  the 
name  of  Lilias  for  Phihp's  sake — to  have  com- 
promised Philip  by  pleading  with  Lihas :  and 
then  to  have  it  proved  by  both  before  her  eyes 
]iow  useless  Avcre  her  pains — so  broadly,  so  evi- 
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ilently  that  slie  could  not  pretend  to  disbelieve 
it,  was  hard.     She  said,  quickly,  as  if  with  an 
attempt  to  convince  herself,  '  He  is  wearied  with 
his  journey  ;  he  is  dusty,  and  not  fit  for  a  lady's 
eye.'    But  after  that  the  situation  was  too  strong 
for  her ;  for  a  moment  there  was  humility  in  her 
tone.  '  My  dear,  perhaps  I  have  made  a  mistake ; 
I  Avill  do  what  I  can  to  put  it  right,'  she  said. 
Then  the  inalienable  instinct  of  defence  awoke 
again.     '  It  is  just  that  he  is  turned  the  wrong- 
way  with  all  these  slights  and  disappointments, 
to  be  taken  up  one  moment  and  cast  away  the 
next.     He'll  have  taken  an  ill  ncjtion  a^'ainst 
women.     Men  are  always  keen  to  do  that.     It's 
their  justification ;   and  there  is  no  doubt,'  she 
continued  more   briskly,  nerving  her  courage, 
'  whatever  you  may  say  now,  that  he  got  a  great 
deal  of  encouragement  at  one  time,  Lilias,    And 
now   he's    just   turned   the   wrong   way,'   Mrs. 
Stormont   ended  with  a  siaii,  slowlv  mountine* 
into   her  pony-carriage.     Her   old    servant   sat 
there  motionless  as  he  had  sat  through  all  this 
conversation.     'I  hope  you  may  never  repent 
your  handiwork,'  she  said. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THERE  is  sometliing  in  the  imchangeableness 
of  rural  .sceneiy,  and  in  the  unaltered 
method  and  order  of  a  long  established  and 
carefully  governed  household,  which  gives  the 
sensitive  spirit,  returning  to  them  after  gi-eat 
changes  have  passed  over  itself,  a  sort  of  shock 
as  of  pitiless  permanence  and  a  rigid  machinery 
of  existence  which  must  triumph  over  every  mere 
vicissitude  of  happmess  or  unhappiness. 

After  the  little  incidents  of  the  first  days, 
Avhich  after  all  had  had  httlo  to  do  with  her 
own  personal  histoiy,  the  absolute  unchanged- 
ness  of  ]\Iurkley,  not  a  leaf  different,  ever}' 
branch  di'ooping  in  the  same  hne,  the  same 
flowers  in  the  garden,  the  same  aiTangement  of 
the  flower-vases  to  which  Jean  was  so  glad  to 
get  back  (for  she  had '  never  been  able  to 
arrange  the  London  bouquets  to  her  own  satis- 
faction in  those  tenable  glass  things  in  Cadogan 
Place)  conveyed  to  Lihas  a  sense  of  some  occult 
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and  secret  power  of  passive  autboritj  in  exist- 
ence itself,  as  separate  from  any  individual  will 
or  wish,  which  appalled  her.  London  and  all 
those  wonderful  scenes — the  lights,  the  talks,  the 
dances,  the  intoxication  of  flattery  and  delight 
which  had  mounted  to  her  head — Avere  all  gone 
like  a  phantasmagoria.  But  life,  which  had  been 
waiting  for  her  just  as  of  old,  which  had  been  go- 
ing on  just  as  of  old,  while  she  was  flitting  through 
that  dream-world,  had  now  taken  her  in  again 
steadily  to  its  steady  routine  which  admitted  no 
thought  of  change.  It  appalled  her  for  the 
moment ;  her  feet  came  down,  with  a  power  of 
gravitation  over  which  her  impulses  seemed  to 
have  little  or  no  influence,  into  the  self-same  line, 
upon  the  self-same  path.  She  tried  to  laugh 
sometimes  at  what  everybody  called  the  force 
of  habit,  but  she  Avas  frightened  by  it.  She  had 
acquired  a  great  deal  of  experience  in  those  six 
"weeks  of  the  season  ;  her  memory  Avas  full  of 
scenes  which  flashed  upon  the  inward  eye 
whenever  she  was  by  herself,  or  e\^en  Avhen  she 
sat  silent  in  the  old  rooms  Avliere  Jean  and  Mar- 
garet Avere  so  silent  too.  And  AA^ien  some  one 
called  her,  or  something  from  the  outer  Avorld 
came  in,  Lilias  felt  a  momentary  giddiness,  an 
inability  to  arrange  her  thoughts  or  to  be  quite 
VOL.  III.  S 


258  TT  WAS  A  LOYER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

sure  where  she  was,  or  which  was  real,  the  actual 
world  or  that  other  in  which  the  moment  before 
she  had  been.  Her  head  seemed  to  turn  round 
when  she  was  spoken  to.  To  feel  herself  sur- 
rounded bj  a  smiling  crowd  in  rooms  all  splen- 
did with  decoration,  flowers,  and  lights,  and  fine 
pictures,  with  music  and  flattering  voices  in  the 
air — and  then  to  look  up  and  see  Jean's  head 
somewhat  paler  than  usual  against  the  dark 
Avainscot,  and  Miss  IMargaret's  voice  saying,  <  If 
you  will  put  on  your  hat,  Lilias,  we  will  go  out  for 
our  walk — '  Which  was  true  1  She  faltered  as 
she  rose  up,  stumbling  among  the  real.  She  was 
afraid  of  it :  it  seemed  to  her  to  be  a  sort  of  ghost 
of  existence  from  which  she  could  not  escape. 

And  in  other  respects  there  was  no  small 
agitation  in  the  inner  consciousness  of  Lilias. 
She  had  felt  that  there  was  much  in  the  air 
on  that  last  eveniuo;  wliich  never  came  to  anv- 
thing.  The  atmosphere  of  the  place,  in  which 
neither  he  nor  she  had  cared  to  dance,  had 
tingled  with  something  that  had  never  been 
said.  All  those  weeks,  when  she  had  seen  him 
so  often,  had  produced  their  natural  efi'ect  upon 
the  girl.  She  had  never  deceived  herself,  like 
r\Iargaret,  as  to  the  many  houses  that  had  sud- 
denly been  thrown  open  to  them.     Lilias  had 
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not  forgotten  how  it  had  been  at  the  Count- 
ess's reception.  She  remembered  the  immedi- 
ate alteration  of  everything  as  soon  as  Lewis 
had  appeared.  She  had  not  been  allowed  to 
speak  to  liim  in  the  Row,  bnt  immediately  after 
all  the  doors  liad  been  thrown  open  as  by 
magic.  She  knew  very  well  that  this  magic 
was  in  his  hand.  And  how  was  it  possible  for 
her  to  believe  that  it  was  merely  '  kindness,'  as 
she  at  first  thought  ?  It  was  kindness,  bnt  there 
was  something  more.  She  saw  not  only  the 
tenderness,  but  the  generosity  of  his  treatment 
of  her  with  wonder,  almost  with  a  little  offence 
at  the  magnanimity  Avhich  she  found  it  so  difficult 
to  understand.  Lewis  had  brought  to  her  every- 
body that  was  best  and  most  attractive.  She 
had  looked  again  and  again  into  eyes,  l)ent 
upon  her  with  admiration,  that  might  have  been 
the  eyes  of  the  hero  of  her  dreams.  Six-foot- 
two  of  fine  humanity,  in  the  Guards,  in  the  Dip- 
lomatic Service,  or,  better  still,  in  no  service  at 
aU,  endowed  with  the  finest  of  English  names 
and  possessing  the  bluest  blood,  had  exhibited 
itself  before  her  in  the  best  light  again  and 
again.  We  do  not  pretend  to  assert,  nor  did 
Lilias  beHeve,  that  these  paladins  were  all  ready 
to  lay  their  hearts  and  honours  at  her  feet ;  but 

S2 
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there  was  one  at  least  who  had  done  so,  with- 
out even  moving  her  to  more  than  a  httle  tingle 
of  gratified  vanity  and  friendly  regret.  But 
from  all  these  tall  heroes  she  had  tm-ned  to 
middle-sized  Lewds,  with  his  eyes  and  hair  of 
no  particular  colour.  She  had  always  been 
aware  when  he  was  in  the  most  crowded  room. 
Everybody  had  talked  to  her  about  him,  be- 
lie^^ng  her  to  be  his  relation.  They  had  all 
met  liim  abroad;  they  had  all  some  grateful 
recollection  of  his  ser\aces  when  they  were  ill, 
or  where  they  w^ere  strangers ;  they  poured 
forth  praises  of  him  on  all  sides,  till  Lilias  felt 
her  heart  rmi  over.  Above  even  the  attrac- 
tions of  six-feet,  had  been  the  enthusiasm  in 
her  mind  for  the  good  and  true.  She  did 
not  indeed  want  this  enthusiasm  to  turn  her 
thoughts  to  that  first  friend,  as  she  had  called 
him  in  her  heart,  the  first  companion  who  had 
been  of  her  own  choice  and  discovery,  and 
whose  absence  had  made  to  her  a  wonderful 
blank,  of  which  she  felt  the  effect  without  fully 
realizmg  the  cause.  But  she  realized  the  cause 
very  well  now :  and  felt  the  day  blank  indeed 
in  which  he  had  no  share. 

Also   she  knew   by  instinct  that   something 
was  to   have   been   said  to   her   on   that  last 
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■evening.  AVas  it  merely  bis  disappointment 
at  finding  his  favonrite  nook  midcr  tlie  palms 
in  the  conservatory  already  occnpied,  which 
prevented  it  being  said  ?  or  w-as  there  some 
other  cause  ?  When  they  left  London  so 
abruptly,  two  days  before  the  appointed  time, 
without  seeing  Lewis,  Lilias  had  been  some- 
what disturbed  and  wistful.  She  had  wondered 
lit  it,  however,  without  being  greatly  cast  down  : 
there  was  no  fear,  she  thought,  but  that  he  would 
soon  follow.  He  would  come  after  them  to 
Murldey.  What  he  had  to  say  would  be  more 
fitly  said  under  the  shadow  of  the  great  house, 
about  which  he  too,  like  herself,  had  dreamed 
dreams :  he  could  not  stay  away,  she  felt  sure. 
And  as  for  Margaret's  opposition,  that  did  not 
appal  the  young  heroine  greatly.  All  it  meant 
was  that  Margaret  Avanted  a  prince  of  the  royal 
blood  for  her  child,  and  not  even  he  unless  he 
were  handsome  and  gallant,  a  youth  to  please  a 
lady's  eye.  Lilias  felt  a  httle  humorous  fijin- 
pathy  with  Margaret :  she  felt  that  it  would  be 
hard  for  herself  to  give  up  the  idea  of  a  hero. 
Lewis  was  not  like  a  hero.  He  was  like  a  thou- 
sand other  people,  and  nobody  could  identify 
him,  or  say,  'who  is  that?'  as  the  owners  of 
great  dark  eyes,  and  dark  hair,  at  the  top  of 
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six-feet-two  of  stature,  are  ordinarily  remarked 
upon.  Lilias  laughed  as  tliis  tliouglit  crossed 
her  mind,  and,  with  a  little  sympathetic  feeling,, 
was  sorry  for  ]\Iargaret.  For  herself  she  had 
ceased  altogether  to  think  of  the  other,  and 
she  was  not  afraid  that  her  sister  would  stand 
out  against  Lewis.  There  would  be  a  struggle  : 
but  a  struggle  in  Avhich  the  happiness  of  a 
beloved  child  is  at  stake  is  decided  before  it 
has  begun.  So  on  the  whole,  after  finding  this 
phantom  life  more  ghostly  because  there  was 
no  Le^\as  in  it,  she  reflected  that  when  he 
came  it  would  bloom  into  reahty;  and  she 
was  satisfied  to  bear  it  for  fi  little — until  the 
better  time  should  come. 

But  when  day  followed  day,  and  the  better 
time  did  not  come,  a  curious  bhght,  hke  the 
atmospheric  gi-eyness  which  agricultural  people 
call  by  that  name,  crept  slowly  over  her,  she 
could  scarcely  tell  hoAv.  The  earth  looked  as  if 
a  perpetual  east  wind  were  bloAving,  yet  as  if 
there  was  no  air  to  breathe;  the  skies  were 
all  overcast,  the  trees  seemed  to  dry  up  and 
grow  grey  like  everything  else :  and  a  certain 
air  of  consciousness,  a  perception  that  tliis 
was  so,  seemed  to  come  into  the  house.  Lihas 
perceived  vaguely,  as  she  went  about  with  a 
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lieart  growing  heavier  and  a  dull  wonder  which 
went  through  everything,  that  everybody  was 
sorry  for  her.  Why  were  they  sony  for  her  ? 
Jean  said,  '  My  poor  darhng  !'  and  petted  her  as 
if  she  had  been  ill.  Old  Simon  even  put  on  a 
look  of  sympathy.  In  Margaret's  eyes,  there 
was  something  the  girl  had  never  seen  there 
before.  Anger,  compunction,  pity — which  was 
it  ?  All  of  these  feelings  were  m  it.  Some- 
times she  would  turn  away  as  if  she  could  not 
bear  the  sight  of  Lilias,  sometimes  would  be  so 
tender  to  her  that  the  girl  could  have  wept  for 
herself.  Why  ?  for  Margaret  had  never  made 
an  exhibition  of  the  adoration  with  which  she 
regarded  her  little  sister,  and  it  was  only  at 
some  crisis  that  Lilias  was  allowed  to  suspect 
how  dear  she  w^as.  They  studied  all  her  little 
tastes,  watched  her  steps,  devoted  themselves 
to  please  her:  every,  one  of  which  indications 
showed  Lilias  more  and  more  that  they  were 
aware  of  something  of  which  she  was  not  aware, 
some  reason  why  she  should  be  unhappy.  And 
she  became  unhappy  to  fulfil  the  necessities  of 
the  position.  There  was  something  which  was 
being  hid  from  her ;  what  was  it  ?  Was  it  that 
he  was  only  amiable  and  hind  after  all,  and  had 
merely  wished  to  be  serviceable,  without  any 
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other  feeling-  ?  But,  if  that  was  so,  Margaret 
Avoukl  be  glad,  not  sorry;  and  ho"^  could  they 
know  that  this  would  make  any  difference  to 
her,  Lilias  ?  But,  if  not  that,  what  could  it  be  ? 
And  every  day  for  many  da3's  she  had  expected 
to  see  him,  when  she  walked  down  to  the  water- 
side, or  wandered  about  New  Murkley.  She 
had  thought  that  she  would  meet  him  round 
every  corner,  that  Adam  at  the  '  Murkley  Arms' 
Avould  be  seen  with  his  cart  going  for  '  the 
gentleman's '  luggage,  and  Janet  hangmg  the 
cm-tains  and  selecting  the  finest  trout.  It  seemed 
so  natural  that  he  should  come  back.  It  seemed 
so  certain  that  he  must  somehow  seek  the  oppor- 
tunity of  telKngthat  talc  that  had  been  left  untold. 
And  as  the  time  passed  on,  day  following 
slowly  after  day,  and  he  (,'ame  not,  Lilias  felt 
that  some  explanation  was  necessary.  There 
must  be  an  explanation.  ,  "What  was  it  ?  That 
I\Iargaret  had  sent  him  away  ?  Margaret's  eyes 
looked  as  if  she  had  sent  him  away.  Was  it 
possible  that  he  could  have  taken  his  dismissal 
from  anyone  but  herseh'?  Then  it  was  that 
Lilias  had  hot  fits  and  6old  fits  of  suppressed 
imha]3piness.  Sometimes  she  would  be  angry 
with  Margaret  for  rejecting,  and  with  Lewis 
for  allowing  himself  to  be  rejected,  and  then. 
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"would  fall  into  a  dreamy  sadness,  saying  to  her- 
self that  it  was  always  so,  and  that  this  was  the 
way  of  the  world.  But  of  all  these  troubles  she 
said  not  a  word,  being  too  proud  to  signify  to 
anyone  that  her  heart  was  engrossed  by  one 
who  had  not  given  her  his.  There  were  moments 
indeed  in  which  she  was  tempted  to  throw  her- 
self upon  Jean's  sympathetic  bosom :  but  then 
she  recollected  that  Jean's  story,  such  as  it  was, 
had  been  one  of  mutual  love,  whereas  hers  could 
only  be  that  of  an  unfortunate  attachment, 
Avords  which  made  Lilias  flame  with  resent- 
ment and  shame.  No,  she  must  just  pine  and 
wait  until  he  made  some  sign,  or  shake  it  all 
indignantly  off,  and  make  up  her  mind  to  think 
of  it  no  more. 

This  was  the  state  of  affliirs  one  afternoon  when 
the  next  event  in  this  history  occurred.  They 
were  all  seated  together  in  the  drawing-room, 
Jean,  as  usual,  working  at  her  table-cover,  Mar- 
garet from  behind  her  book  casting  Avistful  looks 
now  and  then  at  Lilias,  who  for  her  part  was 
seated  in  one  of  the  windows,  in  the  recess,  with 
her  head  relieved  against  the  light,  doing  no- 
thing. She  had  a  book,  it  is  true,  but  was  not 
looking  at  it ;  her  mind  had  turned  inward.  She 
was  pondering  her  own  story,  which  was  more 
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interesting  tlian  any  romance.  Margaret  gave 
many  glances  at  her  as  she  sat,  wath  her  deh- 
cate  profile  and  her  fair  locks,  against  the  after- 
noon light.  The  post  was  late,  and  Simon 
brought  the  bag  into  the  di-awing-room,  moving 
them  all  to  a  little  excitement.  Margaret  opened 
it  and  took  out  its  sole  contents,  a  large  blue 
envelope  containing  a  bulky  enclosure. 

'  There  is  nothing  for  either  of  you,'  she 
said,  '  but  something  of  the  natiu-e  of  business 
from  Mr.  AUenerly  for  me.'  Then  the  little 
flutter  of  disappointed  expectation  calmed  down, 
and  silence  fell  again  over  the  room,  broken  only 
by  the  sound  of  the  torn  paper  and  breaking- 
seal,  as  Margaret  opened  her  parcel.  It  was  a 
law-docmnent  of  some  sort,  bulky  and  serious. 
Margaret  looked  at  it,  and  gave  a  sharp,  sudden 
cry,  Avliich  startled  the  others.  The  cracklmg  of 
the  paper  as  she  unfolded  it  seemed  to  make 
a  noise  of  disproportionate  importance  in  the 
stillness  of  the  room ;  for  a  law-paper,  what 
could  that  mean  but  mere  business  and  money  ? 
it  could  affect  nobodv's  well-beina;.  But  the 
paper,  they  saw,  trembled  in  Margaret's  hands. 
She  could  not  contahi  herself  as  she  turned  it 
over.  She  burst  forth  into  strange  exclamations. 

'  It  is  only  just :  it  is  only  right :  it  is  no  more 
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than  ought  to  be  done  :  it  is  the  right  thing :  no 

more '     But  after  a  wliile,  she  added,  as  if 

the  words  were  forced  from  her — '  It  is  not 
everybody  that  "would  have  done  it.  I  will  not 
deny  him  the  praise.' 

'  What  is  it,  Margaret  ?   AVhat  is  it  V  Jean  said. 

Margaret  made  no  immediate  reply.  She 
turned  over  the  pages,  which  were  many,  with 
hands  that  shook,  and  much  crackling  and 
rustling  of  the  paper. 

'  I  cannot  read  it,'  she  said ;  '  I  cannot  see  to 
read  it.  It  makes  my  head  go  round.  Oh,  no, 
it  is  no  more  than  justice — it  is  just  the  right 
thing;  no  more — no  more ' 

'  Margaret,  it  is  something  far,  far  out  of  the 
ordinary,  or  you  would  not  cry  out  like  that.' 

'  Yes,  it  is  out  of  the  ordinary  ;  but  then  the 
first  thing,  the  wrong  doing,  Avas  out  of  the  ordin- 
ary. This  is  no  more — oh,  not  the  least  more — 
than  he  ought  to  have  done  from  the  first.' 

She  was  so  much  agitated  that  her  voice 
shook  as  well  as  her  hands,  and  Jean  got  up, 
throwing  aside  her  work,  and  came  to  her 
sister's  side.  Lilias  rose  too,  she  did  not  laioAv 
why,  and  stood  Avatching  them  Avith  an  interest 
she  could  not  explain  to  herself.  Matters  of 
business  Averc  not  of  any  interest  to  her  general- 
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Ij.  All  the  law-papers  in  tlie  world,  in  ordinary 
circumstances,  wonld  not  have  drawn  her  for  a 
moment  from  a  book,  or  ont  of  the  dreamy- 
moods  which  she  called  tliinking.  But  she  rose 
now,  full  of  an  indefinable  anxiety.  When 
Jean  had  looked  anxiously  over  her  sister's 
shoulder,  peering  at  the  paper  with  wondering 
eves  for  a  few  minutes,  she  too  cried  out  with  a 
quavering  voice,  and  thi'ew  up  her  hands. 

'  What  does  it  mean  ?  What  does  it  mean, 
Margaret  ?  That  he  wills  it  back  to  her,  is  that 
what  it  says  V 

'  More  than  that !  There's  the  letter  that  ex- 
plains. He  gives  it  back,  every  penny  of  the 
znoney,  as  he  received  it.  It  is  a  great  thing  to 
do.     I  am  not  grudging  him  the  praise.' 

'  Grudging  him  ! — it  is  everything  he  has — it 
is  all  his  living.  Margaret !  You  will  not  let 
her  take  it — everything  he  has?' 

'Jean,  be  silent — he  had  no  right  to  a  shilling. 
It  was  hers  by  nature  and  every  law.  1  will 
not  deny  that,  as  soon  as  he  saw  his  duty,  he  has 
done  it  like  a  man.'     c 

'  His  duty? — but  it  is  everything  I  and  he  was 
son  and  daughter  both  to  the  old  man.  It  is  all 
his  living:  and  neither  you  nor  me  ever  thought 
what  was  our  duty  to  our  father's  father.     Mar- 
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garct !  Oil !  it  is  more  than  justice  tliis — more 
than  justice  !  You  will  not  let  Lilias  strip  bim 
of  every  sliilling  that  he  has  !' 

This  impassioned  dialogue,  quick  and  breath- 
less, gave  Lilias  a  kind  of  half  enlightenment, 
Idndling  the  instinct  Avithin  her.  She  came  for- 
ward with  a  quick,  sudden  movement. 

'  If  it  concerns  me,  Avhat  is  it  ?'  she  said. 

'  There  would  have  been  no  need  to  tell  her, 
if  you  could  but  have  held  your  tongue,'  cried 
Margaret  to  Jean,  vehemently,  '  and  now  she 
will  insist  to  hear  all.' 

'  It  is  her  right  to  hear  everything,'  cried 
Jean,  as  eagerly.  The  gentle  woman  was 
transformed.  She  was  turned  into  a  powerful 
opponent,  a  determined  champion.  Her  face 
was  pale,  but  she  was  firmer  than  Margaret 
herself. 

'  What  is  it  V  cried  Lilias,  coming  forward. 
It  seemed  to  her  that  she  was  on  the  edge  of 
some  great  change,  she  could  not  tell  Avhat. 
Her  steps  were  a  little  uncertain,  her  looks  a 
little  wild.  Strange  fancies  and  tremors  touched 
her  mind,  she  anticipated  she  knew  not  w^hat. 
She  put  out  her  hand  for  the  papers.  '  If  it 
concerns  me,  Avill  you  let  me  see  it'?'  she  said. 

'  You  would  not  understand,'  said  Margaret,. 
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"with  a  quiver  of  her  lips.  '  It  is  a  law-paper ;  it 
is  what  they  call  a  deed  of  gift.  It  is  giving 
you  back,  Lilias,  all  yoiu'  old  grandfather  died 
possessed  of.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing.  He  it 
"was  all  left  to — was  perhaps  not  so  ill  a  person 
as  "we  thought ' 

'  111 ! — he  was  never  ill — he  is  just  honour 
itself,'  cried  Miss  Jean,  '  and  righteousness  and 
truth.' 

'  I'm  not  grudging  liim  his  due.  The  person's 
name  is  Le-y^as  Grantley  that  Avas  your  grand- 
father's companion,  and  got  all  his  money.  His 
conscience  has  troubled  him.  I  Avill  say  nothing 
against  him.  At  the  last  he  has  done  justice 
and  given  it  all  back.' 

'  Is  it  only  about  money,  then,  after  all  V 
Lilias  said,  with  a  disappointed  tone  ;  then  she 
looked  again  upon  her  sisters,  in  whose  agitation 
she  read  something  further.  '  There  is  more 
than  that !'  she  cried. 

'  Jean,  ^Yi\\  you  hold  yoiu*  tongue  !  Do  you 
understand  what  I  am  sajdng  to  you,  Lilias'^ 
A II  your  gi-andfather's^noney,  which  has  rankled 
at  om*  hearts  since  ever  he  died.  Money !'  said 
she — '  it's  a  great  fortune.  It  makes  you  a  great 
hcuess — it  restores  the  Murrays  to  their  right 
place — it  makes  wrong  right.     It  is  more  than 
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money,  twenty  times  more ;  it's  family  credit, 
it's  restoration,  it's  your  fit  place.  By  the  time 
you  come  of  age,  with  good  guiding — listen  to 
me,  Lilias — you'll  be  able  to  have  your  palace, 
to  reign  like  a  jirincess,  to  be  just  a  queen  in 
your  own  country.  Is  it  wonderful  if  it  goes  to 
my  heart  ?  It  is  more  tlian  money — it  is  just 
new  life  for  the  family  and  for  you.' 

'  And  in  the  meantime,'  said  Miss  Jean,  who 
liad  been  kept  down  almost  by  physical  force, 
Margaret  grasping  her  by  the  arm  and  keeping 
her  back — '  in  the  meantime,  he  that  gives  it — 
"which  he  has  no  right  to  do,  for  it  was  Avilled 
to  him  and  intended  for  him  by  the  man  that 
owned  it  all,  and  who  Avas  just  as  well  able  to 
judge  as  any  of  us — he  will  go  out  into  the 
world  penniless  ;  he  will  have  to  earn  his  bread, 
he  does  not  know  where  ;  he  will  have  to  give 
up  everything  that  makes  life  pleasant.  And 
he  has  not  the  up-lDringing  for  it,  poor  lad.  He 
has  lain  in  the  soft  and  drunk  of  the  sAveet  all 
his  life.  It  will  be  far  harder  to  liim  to  give  up 
than  for  us  to  do  without  it,  that  have  never 
had  it.  If  you  hear  the  one  side,  you  must  hear 
the  other,  Lilias.' 

Lilias,  thus  suddenly  elevated  into  a  judge, 
gazed  at  them  both  with  eyes  in  which  wonder 
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soou  gave  place  to  a  higher  sentiment.  It  had 
never  happened  to  her  in  her  hfe  before  to  be 
appealed  to  thus.  Margaret  took  np  the  word 
almost  before  Jean  had  finished.  They  con- 
tended before  her  unconsciously  like  two  advo- 
cates. She  drew  a  chair  towards  her,  and  sat 
doAvn  facing  them,  listening,  a  strange  tumult 
of  different  feelings  in  her  mind.  By  this  time 
the  meaning  of  what  Margaret  had  said  had 
begun  to  penetrate  her  intelhgence.  A  great 
fortune,  a  palace  restored,  a  reign  like  a  prin- 
cess— Lilias  was  not  insensible  to  such  hopes ; 
but  what  was  all  this  about  a  man  who  would 
go  out  friendless  upon  the  world  ^ 

'  Stop  a  little,'  she  said,  '  Margaret  and  Jean.^ 
The  crisis  had  given  to  Lihas  an  extreme  dig- 
nity and  calm.  '  There  is  one  thing  that  I  have 
first  to  hear.  The  man  that  you  are  speaking  of, 
that  has  done  this,  Avho  is  he?  Do  I  know 
him  ?'  Lilias  said. 

They  both  returned  the  look  with  a  sort  of 
awe,  and  both  were  afraid.  They  could  not  tell 
what  might  come  of,  it ;  they  had  known  her 
from  her  cradle,  and  trained  her  to  everything 
she  Icnew,  and  yet,  in  the  first  great  emergency 
of  her  life,  they  neither  of  them  knew  what  she 
would  do.     They  looked  at  her  taldng  her  first 
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step  alone  in  the  Avorld  witJi  a  troiiljled  Avonder, 
It  was  beyond  them  ;  they  tried  to  influence 
the  new  adventuress  amid  all  these  anomalies 
of  existence,  but,  having  said  Avliat  was  in  them 
of  their  own,  Avere  silent,  afraid  to  reveal  the 
one  fact  upon  Avhicli  all  hung,  the  one  thing 
that  must  decide  all.  They  did  not  knoAv  hoAA^ 
she  Avould  take  it ;  they  had  no  clue  to  the 
mysteries  of  that  heart  Avhich  had  opened  into 
Avomanhood  before  their  eyes,  nay,  under  their 
A\angs,  taking  warmth  from  them.  Then  Mar- 
garet spoke. 

'  It  is  right  and  fit,'  she  said,  '  that  Lilias 
should  be  the  judge.  I  Avould  haA^e  taken  it  in 
my  own  hand,  and  saA'cd  her  the  pain  and  the 
problem  ;  but  sooner  or  later  she  Avould  have  to 
knoAA".  Lilias,  the  man  that  is  your  grandfather's 
heir  is  one  that  Ave  are  all  acquainted  with.  He 
came  among  us,  I  Avill  not  say  Avith  treachery,  Avith 
what  he  thought  a  good  meaning.  I  Avill  alloAv 
him  all  that.  AVe  thought  A^ery  ill  of  him,  me 
in  particular.  I  believed  him  a  lickspittle,  a 
creature  that  had  faAAmed  to  the  old  man,  and 
got  round  him.  Perhaps  I  Avas  altogether  mis- 
taken :  I  Avill  acknowledge  to  you  that  I  Avas 
mistaken  in  many  things.  And  noAV  he  has  at 
last  seen  Avhat  Avas  the  root  of  the  Avhole  matter 
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— he  has  seen  that  from  beginning  to  end  the 
inheritance  was  clearly  yonrs.  I  am  not  deny- 
ing that  it  is  a  great  thing  to  do.  Now  that  he 
sees  it,  he  gives  it  yon  back  ont  of — I  ^^^ll  allow 
it — a  good  heart.     Here  is  the  gift  to  you.' 

Lilias  waved  the  paper  away  ;  her  voice  was 
hoarse  and  weak. 

'  Yon  don't  say  Avho  it  is.  Oh !  what  do  I  care 
for  all  that  ?     AYho  is  he,  Avho  is  he,  this  man — ' 

'Yon  mnst  have  cUvmed  it.  He  is  just  the 
young  man  you  have  known,  both  here  and  in 
London,  under  tlie  name  of  Murray,  to  which  I 
alwavs  said  he  had  no  ria;ht.' 

Upon  this  Lilias  jumped  up  in  a  sudden  access 
of  excited  feeling ;  her  blue  eyes  flashed,  her  fair 
hair  shone  against  the  light  behind  her  like  a 
nimbus.  She  said  not  a  word,  nor  left  time  for 
such  in  the  lightning  speed  of  her  movements, 
but,  snatching  the  paper  suddenly  out  of  Mar- 
garet's astonished  hands,  tore  it  across  and  yet 
across  Avith  the  action  of  a  fury.  Then  she 
flung  the  fragments  into  her  sister's  lap,  and 
stamped  her  foot  upon^the  ground. 

'  How  dares  he,  how  dares  he,'  she  cried,  '  send 
that  to  me !  Oh !  it  is  to  you,  IMargaret !  and 
you  would  traffic  in  it ;  but  it  must  come  to  me 
in  the  end.      Send  him  back  his  rags,  if  you 
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please,  or  put  them  in  the  fire,  or  do  what  you 
hke  mth  them.  But  never,  never  more,'  eried 
Lihas,  '  let  them  be  named  to  me  !  j\Ie  take  his 
money  from  him! — I  would  sooner  die!  And 
if  you  do  it,  Margaret,'  she  cried,  advancing 
closer,  shaking  her  little  fist  in  her  sister's  face, 
'  if  you  do  it,  I  will  just  disown  it  the  moment  I 
am  old  enough.  Oh,  how  dared  he,  how  dared 
he  send  that  to  me !'  Then  the  height  of  her 
excitement  dropped,  her  tone  changed,  slie 
began  to  cry  like  a  child.  '  So  that  is  what  lie 
has  been  doing,  that !  instead  of  coming — and 
me  that  wanted  him  so  !'  Lilias  cried,  piteously, 
her  lips  quivering.  She  who  had  been  a  digni- 
fied judge  of  the  highest  morals,  and  an  im- 
passioned actor  in  one  of  the  gravest  difiiculties 
of  life  within  the  last  ten  minutes,  sank  down  a 
little  sobbing  girl,  struck  with  the  keen  barb  of 
a  child's  disappointment,  that  infinite  sharpness 
of  despair  which  is  to  last  for  ever.  To  think 
that  he  should  have  been  occupied  with  matters 
like  this  and  not  come  to  her  !  She  was  barely 
eighteen.  The  great  and  the  small  were  still 
confused  in  her  mind.  '  And  me  that  wanted 
hhu  so !'  she  repeated,  Avitli  that  little  piteous 
quiver  of  the  lips,  and  a  sob  coming  at  intervals. 
The  two  ladies  sat  and  gazed  at  her  without 
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a  word  to  say.  They  exchanged  a  look.  If 
there  was  a  httle  subdued  triumph  in  the  soft  eyes 
of  Jean,  they  were  not  for  that  the  less  beT\al- 
dered.  Lilias  had  solved  the  whole  question, 
not  by  the  tearing  up  of  the  paper,  which  was 
so  easily  renewed  again,  but  all  unconsciously 
by  that  childlike,  piteous  complaint.  Margaret, 
in  the  look  which  she  cast  upon  her  sister,  ac- 
knowledged it  as  much  as  Jean  did.  There  was 
notlimg  more  to  say. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

^  My  dear  Sir, 

'  Your  packet  and  enclosure  were  duly- 
received  by  me,  and  I  think  it  right,  having 
perhaps  misjudged  the  young  man,  to  begin  hy 
telling  you  that  I  am  now  willing  to  allow  I 
may  have  been  prejudiced,  and  that  there  was 
more  to  be  said  than  I  thought  perhaps  upon 
Iiis  side  of  the  question.  Wq  are  all  very  dour 
and  set  upon  our  own  way  in  this  family.  Ladies 
like  my  sister  Jean  and  me  have  many  lessons 
to  bring  dowii  our  pride,  besides  the  gift  of  a  judg- 
ment not  so  swayed  by  personal  circumstances 
as  a  man's.  But  Sir  Patrick  had  ever  had  his 
own  way,  and  it  had  no  doubt  become  a  law  to 
him.  And  it  may  be  as  you  say,  that  we  that 
were  his  nearest  kin  made  little  effort  to  gain 
his  confidence.  We  were  led  to  believe  it  would 
have  been  of  little  use.  In  all  that,  it  is  just 
possible  we    may  have    been    mistaken ;   and. 
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tlioiigli  I  cannot  for  a  moment  allow  any  justifi- 
cation of  his  unnatural  act  in  passing  over  Lilias 
(though  unacquainted  with  her,  v.'hich  is  the 
only  excuse,  but  that  too  was  liis  own  blame), 
yet  I  Avill  avow  that  to  make  some  provision  for 
a  companion  that  had  been  so  attentive,  as  I  am 
informed  Mr.  Grantley  was,  giving  up  his  enthe 
time  to  him,  was  no  more  than  what  w^as  just. 
You  will  see  that,  in  admitting  so  much  as  this, 
I  am  going  far,  farther  than  I  ever  thought  to 
do:  but  his  action  in  the  matter  being  so  hon- 
ourable, and  you  spealdng  so  well  of  him,  I  am 
ready  to  make  this  concession.  The  deed  you 
enclosed  to  me  is  no  more  than  justice,  accord- 
ing to  my  sentiments.  I  honour  the  young  man 
for  liaAang  strength  of  mind  to  do  it,  but  I  think 
it  was  his  duty  to  do  it,  and  my  only  surprise  is 
that,  being  capable  of  that  sacrifice  now,  he 
should  not  have  done  it  sooner,  and  thus 
remedied  the  wrong  before  fiuther  harm  could 
arise.  Few  persons,  however,  divine  just  the 
right  moment  for  an  effort  of  this  kind,  and  I  am 
very  willing  for  my  part  to  give  the  young  man 
his  due. 

'  There  is,  however,  I  am  grieved  to  say,  some 
difference  of  opinion  in  this  respect  among  us, 
always  so  united  as  we  have  been  :  and  it  is  in 
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accovclaucc  with  a  desire  on  the  part  of  lu}'  sis- 
ters that  I  have  to  request  yoTi  will  inform  Mr. 
Grantley  that  his  deed  is  inadmissible,  l)nt  that 
Ave  all  think  it  might  be  possible  to  come  to 
some  better  understanding  by  a  personal  inter- 
view. If,  therefore,  he  will  come  here  when  it 
is  convenient  to  him,  we  will  receive  him.  He 
will  be  stopping  in  London,  no  doubt,  till  the 
end  of  the  season  ;  luit,  having  so  many  friends, 
Ave  cannot  but  think  it  more  than  likely  that  h(; 
Avill  be  coming  North  to  the  moors  about  the 
12tli  or  sooner.  He  Avill  no  doubt  find  his  old 
quarters  in  the  "  Murkley  Arms "'  at  his  disposal, 
and  a  personal  conference  Avould  redd  up  many 
matters  that  Ave  cannot  alloAV  to  remain  as  they 
are.  You  Avill  therefore  have  the  kindness  to 
represent  this  to  him.  I  retaui  the  paper  in  the 
meantime,  but  a  glance  at  it,  Avith  the  commen- 
taries that  haA^e  been  made  upon  it  in  this  family, 
Avill  let  lihn  see  at  once  that  it  is  a  thing  Avhich 
Ave  could  noA^er  accept  nor  think  of.  You  Avill 
perhaps  say  to  him,  in  sending  this  message, 
that  I,  Margaret  Murray  of  GoAvanbrae  (not  of 
Murkley),  respect  his  reasoning  and  approve  his 
action,  which  I  should  in  all  likelihood  haA^e 
accepted  Avithout  further  comment,  if  it  had 
been  me  onlv  that  Avas  concerned.     But  I  Avill 
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not  go  against  the  sense  of  tlie  famih-,  and  I 
desire  that  he  should  be  acquainted  Avith  our 
determination. 

'  I  hope  you  are  returned  in  good  liealth,  and 
none  the  worse  for  your  London  diversions.  It 
seems  to  me  that  I  have  long  arrears  of  sleeping 
to  make  up,  which  is  hard  to  do,  seeing  no 
person  can  sleep  more  than  the  time  they  are 
used  to,  whatever  the  occasion  may  be.  You 
will  make  our  compliments  to  Mrs.  Allenerly  and 
the  young  people,  who,  I  hope,  are  all  in  good 
health  and  giving  you  satisfaction. 

'  I  remain,  my  dear  ]\Ir.  Allenerly, 

'  Yom-  faithful  servant, 
'  :Margaret  3IURRAY  (of  Gow^anbrae).' 

]\Iiss  Margaret  was,  on  the  whole,  pleased 
with  the  construction  of  this  letter.  She  smiled 
somewdiat  grimly  to  herself  as  she  re-read  her 
sentence  about  the  deed  and  the  commentaries 
upon  it.  The  one  emphatic  commentary  upon 
it  was  that  of  Lilias,  and  nothing  could  be  more 
conclusive.  It  lay  torn  in  six  pieces  in  Mar- 
garet's  desk.  It  was  impossible  to  express  an 
opinion  more  decisively.  There  had  been  a 
pause  of  consternation  after  Lilias'  self-betrayal. 
But  the  look  the  sisters  exchanged  over  her  was 
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one  ill  Avliicli  A^oluinos  were  expressed.  Mai-- 
garet's  eyes  were  dim  with  trouble  and  aston- 
ishment. To  her,  as  to  so  many  parents  and 
caretakers,  the  young*  creature  wlio  had  grovrn 
up  at  her  side  Avas  still  a  child,  h^he  had  been 
vaguely  alarmed  about  her,  afraid  in  the  abstract 
lest  she  should  love  unwisely,  prepared  in  the 
abstract  for  suitors  and  '  offers.'  But  it  had  not 
occurred  to  her  that  it  was  possible  for  Lilias, 
unassisted,  uncompanioned,  to  leap  by  herself 
into  the  greatest  of  decisions,  and  to  entertain 
anything  like  a  passion  in  that  youthful  bosom. 
In  some  mysterious  way,  her  fears  had  never 
settled  upon  Lewis  at  all.  She  had  seen  her 
child  surrounded  by  other  and  more  brilliant 
competitors  for  her  favour.  He,  discouraged, 
no  doubt,  by  her  own  refusal  to  consider  his 
clailns,  had  been  too  generous,  too  magnani- 
mous, she  thought,  for  a  lover.  And  they  had 
parted  with  him  without  any  harm  done.  Lihas 
had  been  cheerful  enough  on  the  journey,  not 
like  a  girl  who  had  left  her  heart  behind.  She 
had  not  drooped  even  when  they  reached  home, 
though  something  dreamy,  something  languid, 
had  appeared  in  her.  Margaret  had  been  en- 
tirely re-assured  in  this  respect.  But  in  a  mo- 
ment all  this  fabric  of  consolation  went  to  the 
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Avinds.  She  looked  at  Jean  with  wonder  and 
dismay  nnspeakable,  and  met  her  eyes,  in  which 
there  was  a  snbdned  satisfaction  mingled  yvith 
sm-prise.  But  there  was  no  time  to  resent  that 
glimmer  of  triumph.  The  chief  thing  was  that 
not  the  faintest  possibihty  remained  between 
them  of  doubt  or  uncertainty.  AVithout  a  con- 
flict the  question  was  decided.  Margaret  might 
struggle  as  she  pleased,  it  Avas  a  foregone  con- 
clusion.    The  eyes  of  the  sisters  said  to  each 

other,  '  This  being  so,  then ' 

There  was  no  more  to  be  said.  Even  Mar- 
garet, who  Avould  have  stood  to  the  death  under 
any  other  circumstances,  felt  the  arms  drop 
out  of  her  hands.  AVhat  could  be  done  against 
Lihas,  against  that  sob,  so  ungrammatical,  so 
piteous  ?  '  And  me  that  wanted  him  so  !' 
-  Long  and  troubled  were  the  conferences  held 
between  Margaret  and  Jean  thereafter.  One 
of  the  questions  discussed  was  whether  Lilias 
herself  should  be  called  and  examined  on  the 
subject,  but  this  both  decided  was  a  thing  not 
to  bo  done.  ^ 

'  To  open  her  heart  to  you  and  me  when 
they  have  never  opened  their  hearts  to  one 
another,'  Miss  Jean  said.  'Could  we  ask  it, 
Margaret  V 
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'  You  think  you  are  further  ben  in  such  8ub- 
jects  than  I  am,'  said  Margaret.  '  But  who 
thinks  of  asking  it  '?  Would  I  profane  her 
thoughts,  the  infant  that  she  is  ?  No  mo  I 
Deep  though  I  regret  it,  and  hard  though  I 
take  it,  she  shall  never  think  shame  to  look 
mo  in  the  face,  whatever  happens.' 

'  It  is  not  just  that  she  would  think  shame,' 
said  Jean,  the  better  informed. 

But  this  expedient  was  rejected  unanimously. 
They  sat  together  till  late  in  the  night  discuss- 
i]ig  the  subject  in  all  its  branches.  It  is  curi- 
ous hoAv  easy  of  acceptance  a  decision  becomes 
which  may  have  been  resisted  and  struggled 
against  with  might  and  main,  as  soon  as  it  is 
seen  beyond  all  question  to  be  inevitable.  Mar- 
garet on  that  morning  would  have  declared  that 
a  marriage  between  Lilias  Murray  and  her  sup- 
planter  was  a  thing  she  would  die  to  prevent. 
But,  after  her  little  sister's  self-betrayal,  the  im- 
possibility shifted  and  changed  altogether,  and 
Margaret  found  that  the  one  thing  which  she 
would  die  to  prevent,  Avas  not  Lilias'  marriage, 
but  Lilias'  unhappiness.  The  change  was  in- 
stantaneous. 

'  This  being  so,  then ' 

It  was  all  over.     There  was  no  longer  any 
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ground  upon  which  to  struggle  and  resist. 
As  for  Lihas,  she  escaped  to  her  room  as 
•soon  as  she  had  come  to  herself  and  realized 
what  had  happened.  The  girl  was  two  or 
three  different  creatm-es  in  these  days.  She 
was  a  child  ready  to  cry,  ready  to  commit 
herself  on  a  sudden  provocation,  and  a  woman 
able  to  stand  upon  the  edge  of  the  new  world 
which  she  contemplated  with  an  astonished 
comprehension  of  its  loftiness  and  greatness, 
and  to  meet  its  higher  requirements  with  a 
spirit  as  high.  She  felt  able  to  judge  in  her 
own  small  person,  with  an  ideal  sense  of  youth- 
ful detachment  from  all  sophistications,  the 
greater  question,  and  at  the  same  time  unable 
to  bear  the  smallest  contrarieties  without  a  biu'st 
of  superficial  emotion,  anger,  or  despair.  Her 
development  Avas  but  half  accomplished.  No- 
body understood  this,  neither  did  she  herself 
understand  it.  She  escaped  from  the  observa- 
.  tion  of  her  sisters  ^vitli  a  sense  of  impatience, 
which  did  not  for  some  time  deepen  into  the 
«ense  of  having  betrayed  herself.  That  indeed 
scarcely  came  at  all.  There  was  so  much  else 
to  think  of.  She  went  to  her  own  room,  and 
threw  herself  down  upon  the  sofa,  with  her 
heart  beating   and  her  head  throbbing,  every 
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pulse  sounding,  she  thought,  in  her  ears  in  the 
exeitcment   that   possessed    her.     So    that   was 
what  ho  had  been   doing !     Not   hngcring,  a» 
chsappointment  had   begun  to   picture  him,  in 
London  among  his  fine  friends,  dancing,  talking* 
as  if  Lilias  had  never  been  ;  but  employing  his 
time,  his  thoughts   in   transferring   to    her   his 
fortune,  all  he  had  in  the  world.     Lilias  tingled 
Avith   impatience,  with   a    desire  to  clench   her 
small  fist  in  his  face,  as  she  had  done  to  Mar- 
garet, and  ask  him  how  dared  he,  how  dared 
he  !     While  underneath,  in   her  growing  soul, 
there  diffused  itself  that  ennobling  satisfaction 
in   the   consciousness    of    a   nobleness   in   him, 
which  enables  women  to  bear  all  the  strokes 
of  fate,  the  loss  of  their  heroes,  of  their  sons^ 
ioyful  that  their  beloved  have  done  Avell.     By 
degrees   this   higher   sentiment    sv^allowed   up 
everything  else  in  her.     She  sat  up,  and  put 
back  her  ravelled  hair,  and  held  her  head  high. 
There  had  been  an  injustice,  and,  at  the  cost 
of  everything  he  had,  he  had' set  it  right.     He- 
had   gone   beyond  all  duty,  all  necessity,  and 
despoiled  himself  of  everything,  not,  the  letter 
said,    '  for  love,    I^ut   for  justice.'     She   was   a 
girl   in  love,  and   it   may  be   sujoposed  would 
rather  have  believed  that  her  lover  had  done- 
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sometliing  partially  wrong  for  love  tlian  alto- 
gether right  for  justice;   but  those  who  think 
so  have  no  knowledge  of  the  ideal  of  youth. 
Her  heart  swelled  and  rose  with  this  thought. 
She  felt  that  happiness,  that  glory  of  approval 
which  is  the  very  crown  of  love.     The  colour 
came  to  her  cheeks.     She  jumped  up  with  that 
elastic  bound  which  was  natural   to    her,  and 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  with  her  head 
high,  smiling  at  him  through  the  distance  and 
the  unknown,  approving  him.     At  that  moment 
she  felt  with  pride  that  the  tie  between  them 
was  not  a  mere  empty  liking,  a  natural  attrac- 
tion towards  youth  and  pleasant  qualities,  or 
that    still    less     profound     l)ut    more    enthral- 
lina:   charm   of  beaut v,  which  so   often    draws 
two  young  creatures  together.     Lewis  had   no 
beauty.     There  were  hundreds  of  others  more 
gifted  than  he  ;    but  which  of  them  all  could 
have  done  this,  '  not  for  love,  but  for  justice !' 
She    began    to    go    deep    into    it,   this   great 
action,  and  to  set  it  forth  and  enhance  it  to 
herself  in   every   way.     He   had  but   to   have 
come  to  her,  to  have  spoken  to  her  as  he  had 
meant   to  do  (she   kncAv)  that   evening,  wlieii 
those  two  nobodies,  those  tAvo  fools,  had  taken 
possession  of  the  corner  under  the  palm-trees, 
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and  she  would  have  accepted  him,  and  this 
justice  Avoukl  have  been  done  in  a  roundaLout 
way,  not  for  justice,  but  for  love.  But  when  it 
came  to  the  point  (oh  !  yes,  oh  !  yes,  it  was  some- 
thing more  than  the  foohsli  couple  under  the 
palms)  his  mind  had  felt  that  this  was  in- 
adequate, he  had  shut  his  mouth  in  spite  of 
himself  and  given  over  his  hopes,  and  deter- 
mined that  it  must  be  justice  and  not  love. 
The  other  would  have  been  the  happier  way  : 
all  this  waiting,  and  suspense,  and  the  separa- 
tion, and  those  lingering  days  without  him 
would  have  been  spared ;  but  this  was  the 
better!  Lilias  felt  herself  grow  taller,  grander, 
in  her  approval  of  everything ;  he  had  done 
what  was  right,  not  what  was  pleasant.  The 
groA^'ing  ^veaiiness,  the  gathering  dtjubt,  the 
film  which  had  seemed  to  be  rising  between 
them,  were  all  made  desiral)le,  noble  by  this 
issue.  He  woidd  not  have  made  her  suffer, 
oh,  not  a  day's  suspense,  if  lie  couUl  have 
helped  it ;  but  it  was  inevitable,  it  was  better 

thus 

And  now — Lilias  caught  her  breath  a  little, 
and  laughed  for  pleasure,  and  blushed  for  shy 
shamefacedness.  She  would  have  liked  to  write 
herself,  and  send  Irim  the  torn  up  deed,  and  say. 
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*  What  folly  !  is  not  tliino  mine,  and  mine  thine  T 
hut  she  remembered  with  a  blush  that  she 
could  not,  that  it  would  be  '  unwomanly,'  that 
word  with  w^hich  Margaret  had  scared  her  all 
her  life,  that  she  must  wait  now  till  he  came  to 
set  everything  right.  The  waiting  brought  a 
little  pang  ■\^•ith  it,  not  altogether  to  be  chased 
away.  'Of  course  he  Avill  come  at  once,' she  said 
to  herself.  But  when  there  is  distance,  and 
separation,  and  all  the  chances  of  the  unknown 
between  you  and  the  person  whom  you  love,  the 
'  of  course  '  has  always  a  quaver  in  it.  This  was 
all.  Her  happy  excitement,  her  satisfaction,  her 
triumph  in  his  excellence  would  have  made  her 
perhaps  too  confident  of  every  blessedness,  but 
for  this  one  faint  note  of  imcertainty  which  just 
trembled  through  it,  and  made  it  perhaps  more 
exquisite,  though  Lilias  did  not  think  so.  The 
waiting,  which  she  thought  the  only  pain  in  the 
matter,  was  the  perfume,  the  flavom-  of  the 
whole. 

Next  day,  Margaret  wrote  to  Mr.  Allenerly 
the  letter  above  recorded ;  by  the  time  she  did 
so,  her  mind  had  Avorked  out  the  subject.  She 
had  grudged  the  great  match  which  it  had  al- 
ways been  on  the  cards  that  Lihas  might  make  ; 
but,  at  all  events,  it  was  not  a  long-leggit  lad 
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who  had  taken  her  eye,  to  be  a  disappointment 
and  vexation  to  all  her  future  life. 

'  He  is  not  a  fool,'  she  said,  '  that  is  a  great 
thing,  for  a  fool  is  the  most  unmanageable  of  all 
the  creatures  on  this  earth ;  and  he  has  plenty 
of  resources,  he  will  not  be  on  hor  hands  for 
ever ;  and  he  must  have  a  kind  nature,  or  he 
would  never  have  taken  such  care  of  yon  old 
man.  And  he  cannot  be  much  heeding  about 
money  for  its  own  sake ;  and  he  must  have  a 
strong  sense  of  justice.  And  on  the  whole, 
though  I  have  set  my  face  against  him,  I  have 
always  liked  him,'  Margaret  said,  with  a  sigh. 

'  He  has  just  the  tenderest  heart  and  the  best 
disposition  that  ever  was,'  cried  Jean. 

'  Oh !  yes,  no  doubt  jon  will  speak  well  of  him  : 
for  he  is  in  love  with  you  too,'  said  Margaret. 

'  Oh  !  Margaret,  that  is  what  I  like  in  him — he 
has  no  jealousy,  as  small  creatures  have.  He  is 
just  as  fond  as  he  can  be  of  those  that  like  her 
best.     He  is  in  love  with  us  all  three.' 

Upon  this  Margaret  shook  her  head. 

'Not  with  mo — that  would  be  beyond  nature 
— for  I  have  scorned  him  and  denied  him.' 

'  Nevertheless,'  said  Miss  Jean,  with  the  firm- 
ness that  necessity  had  developed  in  her,  '  he  is 
in  love  with  us  all  three.' 

VOL.  III.  U 
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The  next  morning  there  was  a  very  diiferent 
kind  of  scene  in  Mr.  AUenerly's  office,  where  the 
excellent  writer  read  Miss  IMargaret's  letter  with 
a  grin  that  was  somewhat  cynical. 

'  They  may  try  as  they  like,'  he  said  to  him- 
self, '  they  will  not  get  him  now.  I  said  he  was 
hasty,  I  said  he  was  premature,  but  he  wonld 
not  be  guided  bv  me.'  He  stretched  out  his 
hand  for  the  newspaper  which  lay  on  one  side 
of  his  table  ^\ath  his  morning  letters,  and  ran 
his  finger  down  a  line  of  small  paragraphs  :  then 
shook  his  head  when  he  had  found  the  one  he 
wanted,  and,  drawing  his  paper  towards  him, 
replied  at  once  as  follows  :  — 

'  My  dear  j\1adam, 

'  Your  communication  I  would  have 
had  much  pleasure  in  forwarding  to  my  client, 
Mr.  Lewis  Grantley,  sometimes  calling  himself 
Murray,  but  I  regret  that  that  is  not  noAv  in  my 
power.  You  will  easily  understand  that,  after 
despoiling  himself  of  everything  he  had,  it  was 
no  longer  possible  for  him  to  live  like  a  gentle- 
man, doing  nothing,  in  an  expensive  place  like 
London.  His  fiiends  w^ere  all  very  kind,  but  he 
has  a  great  deal  of  sense  for  so  young  a  man, 
and  saw  that  in  that  there  w^as  nothing  to  trust 
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to.  So  lie  took  advantage  of  his  opportunities, 
and  struck  wlien  tlio  iron  was  liot.  He  liad 
little  (lifficidty  in  getting  an  appointment  as 
secretary  to.  Sir  Andrew  Morton,  the  new 
(rovernor  of  the  Pharaway  Islands.  He  was 
ill  good  spirits,  comparatively  speaking,  and 
said  the  (governor  was  an  old  .  friend,  and 
that  he  had  every  hope  of  getting  on  well 
and  enjoying  the  post— which  1  make  no 
doubt  he  Avill,  being  one  of  the  people  that 
always  fall  on  tlieir  feet :  which  no  doul)t  is 
greatly  due  to  his  being  of  a  very  friendly  kind 
of  nature  himself. 

'  It  is  a  long  voyage,  and  he  did  not  expect  to 
arrive  till  September  ;  but,  any  way,  I  Avill  for- 
Avard  to  liim  yom-  letter,  and  he  Avill  no  doubt 
reply  in  good  time.  The  appointment  was  either 
for  two  or  three  years.  It  was  strongly  on  his 
mind  to  go  to  Murkley  before  he  left,  but  there 
were  delays  about  preparing  the  deed,  for  which 
I,  I  am  afraid,  am  partly  responsible,  and  I  dis- 
com-aged  him,  remembering  that  you  would  not 
hear  of  it.  I  imagine,  by  the  tone  of  your  letter, 
that  you  may  have  more  or  less  chane'cd  your 
mind ;  Init,  unfortunately,  it  is  too  late. 

'  If  I  hear  anything  of  ]\Ir.  Murray  during  his 
voyage,  I  will  let  you  know.     I  am  none  the 

u2 
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worse,  I  thank  you  kindly,  for  my  London 
diversions.  I  avoided  late  hours  and  hot  rooms, 
which  play  the  mischief  with  the  constitution. 
My  wife  warmly  reciprocates  your  kind  messages, 
and  I  remain,  my  dear  ]\Iiss  Miu'ray, 

'Your  obedient  servant  to  command, 

'  A.  Allenerly.' 

This  letter  fell  like  a  thunderbolt  on  IMurkley. 
They  had  anticipated  not  only  no  such  obstacle, 
but  no  obstacle  at  all.  They  had  thought  that 
Lewis  would  arrive  by  the  next  train,  throwing 
aside  all  his  engagements,  too  happy  to  be  called 
upon  to  appear  before  them  and  explain  all  that 
he  intended  and  wished.  Margaret  for  a  time 
was  absolutely  silenced  by  the  news ;  it  fell  upon 
her  like  a  stone.  Fortunately  she  Avas  alone 
when  it  came,  and  Avas  not  besieged  by  the 
anxious  looks  of  the  others,  which  would  haA^e 
been  more  than  she  could  bear.  After  she  had 
fully  realized  it,  she  sent  for  Jean  and  commu- 
nicated the  ncAvs  to  her. 

'  It  Avill  kill  Lilias,'  Jean  said. 

'  Lihas  is  not  such  a  poor  creature,'  cried  Mar- 
garet, though  her  A^ery  soul  Avas  quaking.  '  My 
poor  Jean,  I  do  not  want  to  put  you  in  mind  of 
your  trouble — but  you  did  not  die.' 
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'  All !  but  it  Avas  different,  very  different,'  said 
Jean.  '  Yon  cannot  pnt  me  in  mind,  Margaret, 
of  what  I  never  forget.  It  was  settled  between 
us,  and  we  understood  each  other ;  that  takes  the 
bitterness  out  of  it.' 

'  Some  people  Avould  say  that  put  the  bitter- 
ness into  it,'  said  Margaret. 

'  Ah !  but  they  would  be  ignorant  folk  ;  we 
were  belonging  the  one  to  the  other;  noAV  Lilias, 
poor  thing !  has  nothing  to  lean  upon.  She  is 
just  nothing  to  him.     If  he  Avere  to  die ' 

'  God  forgive  you  for  such  thoughts !  He  is  a 
young  lad,  and  healthy,  and  Avell  conditioned. 
Why  should  he  die  V 

'  Others  have  done  it  before  him,'  Miss  Jean 
said;  'but,  living  or  dying,  she  Avill  feel  that 
there  is  nothing  in  it.  She  has  no  right  to  him 
nor  he  to  her.     It  Avill  just  kill  her.' 

'  Hold  your  tongue,  Jean,  hold  your  tongue,' 
IMargaret  cried  in  dismay. 

In  the  meantime  there  Avas  no  appearance  of 
anything  killing  Lilias.  She  had  come  out  of 
the  dreamy  state  of  expectation  that  had  been 
groAving  upon  her  into  a  cheerful  energy.  On 
this  particular  morning  she  was  as  sunny  as  the 
day.  She  had  been  seen  to  look  at  the  list  of 
trains,  but  it  Avas  too  soon  as  yet  to  expect  that 
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lie  could  come  from  London.  She  did  not  speak 
of  liini  or  make  any  reference  to  what  she  looked 
for  ;  but,  when  their  daily  walk  led  through  the 
village,  Lilias  lingered  opposite  the  '  Murkley 
Arms '  with  an  intuition  wliich  unhappily  broiight 
its  own  fulfilment.  Adam,  vnth  his  creel  over 
his  shoulder,  came  up  as  usual  wdth  his  slow', 
Imnljering  tread,  and  Margaret  was  too  much 
interested  in  the  trout  not  to  cross  the  road  to 
look  at  them.  He  was  turning  them  over  for 
her  inspection  when  Janet  appeared  at  the  door 
as  usual.  Lilias  thouirht  that  she  had  alwavs 
been  fond  of  Janet ;  she  said  to  herself  that  it 
was  for  that  reason  she  had  been  anxious  to 
assure  her  that  all  the  fable  about  Philip  Stor- 
mont  Avas  untnie.  She  Avas  glad  now^  to  see  her 
honest  face,  and  it  made  her  heart  beat  to  think 
that  perhaps  Janet  might  have  some  new^s.  She 
responded  to  her  '  Good  day,  Miss  Lilias,'  by 
holding  out  her  hand,  an  honour  Avhich  the  good 
Avoman  received  as  if  this  little  country  girl  had 
been  a  princess,  curtsejang  as  she  touched  it 
and  making  her  little  compliment. 

'  I  am  aye  blithe  to  see  ye  passing ;  and  ye 
are  no  looking  white  and  shilpit,  as  1  feared, 
but  just  in  grand  health,  and  like  a  rose  after 
yom-  season   in   Loudon.      Miss   Margaret   has 
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always  taken  .such  i2,'ood  care  of  you.  Lady 
Eeda  she  is  just  Hke  a  ghost.  They've  come 
hame,  maybe  you  11  have  heard.' 

'  Lady  Ida  stays  longer,  and  goes  out  more 
than  we  did,'  said  Lilias  ;  '  but  everybody,'  she 
added,  with  a  little  natural  wile,  '  is  leaving 
London  now." 

'  Oh  ay,  we'll  soon  be  in  August,  and  you'll 
no  keep  the  gentlemen  after  that,'  said  Janet, 
with  true  appreciation.  '  It  makes  more  stir  in 
the  countryside,  but  it's  little  it  does  for  us,  and 
Lm  wae.  Avae  for  mv  gentleman  that  was  here 
in  the  last  year ;  ye  may  mind  upon  him.  Miss 
Lilias.  I  never  could  tell  what  brought  him 
here.  It  wasna  for  the  fishing,  for  he  was  no 
hand  at  that,  but  as  pleasant-spoken  and  as 
good-hearted  a  lad  as  ever  stepped.  There  Avas 
one  of  his  portmanteaus  aye  left  here,  and  I 
hoped  to  have  him  back ;  but  we  had  Avord  to 
send  it  to  him  a  Aveek  since.' 

'  And  is  that  Avliy  you  arc  loae  ?  But  perhaps 
there  may  be  no  occasion  for  it,  Janet,'  said 
Lilias,  Avitli  a  smile.  '  We  saw"  him  in  London, 
and  I  think  he  meant  to  come  back.' 

'  Eh,  Miss  Lilias,  that  Avould  haA^e  been  a  good 
hearing ;  but  maybe  you  do  not  hear  that  he 
has  lost  his  siller,  poor  lad — some  o'  thae  banks, 


296  IT  WAS  A  LOYER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

I  suppose,'  said  Janet.  '  It's  a  braw  thing  to 
have  nae  siller  and  nae  trouble  with  the  losing 
o't.' 

'  I  think  that  is  a  mistake  too,'  said  Lilias,  her 
fair  face  glo^ving  with  pleasiu'e.  '  He  has  not 
lost  so  much  as  he  thought.' 

'  Well,  Miss  Lihas,  no  doubt  you'll  have  Avays 
of  kennin'.  I  only  judge  by  his  letter,  and  that 
was  very  douu.  My  heart  was  wae  for  him 
when  I  read  it,  and  they  sailed  yesterday.  I 
hope  he  got  his  things  in  time.' 

'  Sailed  ! — yesterday  I'  Lilias  echoed,  with  a 
wondering  face. 

'  And,  losli  me  I'  cried  Janet,  '  they  say  it's 
away  anioiDg  the  cannibals.  If  they  sent  the 
sodgers  to  shoot  them  down,  I  would  think 
nothing  o't — for  them  that  feed  upon  their 
neighbours'  flesh,  Lord  bless  us !  they're  fit  for 
nothing  better — but  a  fine,  peaceable  young 
gentleman,  vnth  none  of  those  warhke  ways, 
what  would  they  pit  the  like  of  him  forrit  for, 
just  to  fa'  a  victim ' 

'  Lilias,  it  is  time  we  were  going  home,'  said 
Margaret,  turning  round  quickly  and  surveying 
the  blanched  countenance  and  wondering  eyes 
aghast  of  her  companion. 

'  Ye    are    just   frichtening   the    ladies,'   said 
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Adam ;  '  there's  nao  mair  danger  among  the  can- 
nibals tlian  at  liame.  They're  no  cannibal  now  ; 
do  you  think  that  conld  last,  in  the  face  of  steam- 
engines  and  a'  that,  and  advancin'  civileezation 
and  British  rule  ?  But  the  ladies  they  have  mair 
sense.  There's  no  such  things  now-a-days.  We 
a'  eat  aue  anither,  but  it's  in  a  mair  modest  way.' 

'  I  have  no  more  time  to  speak  to  you,  Adam  ; 
but  ye'll  just  take  that  trout  up  to  the  cook  ; 
and  come  away,  Lilias — you  have  walked  too 
far,  your  face  is  just  the  colour  of  wax,'  said 
j\Iargaret,  anxiously  drawing  her  sister's  arm 
w^ithin  her  own. 

'  It  is  not  the  walk — did  you  hear  that,  Mar- 
garet?' 

'  Did  I  hear  what  ?  I  just  heard  that  woman 
.Janet  havering,  as  she  always  does.' 

'  She  said  he  sailed  yesterday.'  Lilias  made  a 
pause  and  looked  into  her  sister's  face.  '  Is  it 
true  V 

'  Where  would  he  sail  to,  I  would  like  to 
know  V  Margaret  said ;  then,  with  a  sudden 
pressure  of  the  girl's  arm,  '  And  supposing  it 
were  true  ?  It  was  what  I  would  have  done  in 
his  place,  if  it  had  been  me.' 

Lilias'  young  figure  swayed  upon  her  arm, 
the  light  went  out  of  her  eyes.     She  walked  on 
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mechanically  for  a  few  minutes,  sustained  hy 
Margaret,  not  seeing  where  she  went.  In  those 
minutes  everything  was  dark  to  her,  the  out- 
door world,  the  inner  horizon.  Blackness  came 
up  without  and  within,  and  covered  earth  and 
heaven.  First  disappointment,  and  that  terrible 
prolongation  of  suspense,  the  hope  deferred  that 
maketh  tht;  heart  sick,  then  an  overwhelming 
sense  of  uncertainty,  of  insecurity,  of  the  earth 
failing  beneatli  her  feet.  All  had  seemed  so 
easy  before.  To  tear  a  piece  of  paper,  to  write 
a  letter,  what  more  simple  ?  But  perhaps  now 
Avhat  had  seemed  so  easy  might  be  impossible 
— impossible  !  He  might  never  have  loved  her, 
he  might  never  come  back  at  all ;  it  might  be 
all  a  delusion.  Lilias  did  not  swoon  or  lose 
consciousness  ;  on  the  contrary,  she  remembered 
everything,  saw  everything  in  the  darkness  like 
a  honid  dream ;  her  heart  throbbed,  her  blood 
all  rushed  to  the  brain  to  reinforce  it,  to  give 
strength  for  the  emergency;  all  around  her 
there  was  nothing  but  blackness.  The  sun  was 
shining  full  upon  her,  jbut  where  she  was  it  was 
night. 

All  that  Margaret  saw  outside  was  that  Lilias 
said  nothing,  that  she  clung  to  her  arm,  that  she 
stumbled  a  little  in  walking,  as  if  she  did  not 
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.sec  any  little  obstacles  in  the  way,  and  hiimed 
on  as  if  she  were  pursued,  bending  her  head, 
her  feet  tmsting-  with  a  sort  of  headlong  im- 
pulse. She  did  not  know  Avhat  to  think ;  she 
said,  with  a  quaver  of  profound  anxiety  in  her 
voice, 

'  My  darling,  where  are  you  going  so  fast, 
Lilias,  my  bonnie  dear?' 

These  words  penetrated  the  gloom,  and 
brought  Lihas  in  some  degree  to  herself.  The 
darkness  quivered  and  opened  up.  She  slack- 
ened her  steps,  leaning  still  more  closely  on  her 
sister's  arm,  and  graduall}'  the  common  day 
came  back  in  mdening  circles,  and  she  began  to 
see  the  light  and  the  trees.  The  crisis  had  been 
terrible,  but  her  heart  already  rallied. 

'  What  do  you  say — about  going  fast  ?  Do 
you  mean  the  ship  V  she  said. 

'  My  bonnie  dear  !'  was  all  Margaret's  reply. 
And  she  held  the  girl  up  with  her  strong  arm, 
half  carrying  her,  and  hurrying  her  on  the  road 
towards  home.  Margaret  thought  she  was 
going  to  faint  and  fall,  not  seeing  that  she  was 
in  fact  recovering  from  the  blow. 

'  Do  not  hold  me  so  tight,  Margaret ;  you  are 
hurting  me.  Yes,  I  was  walking  fast — I  forg(jt : 
for  I  want  to  be  home,  home.     Oh  !  never  mind 
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me,  Margaret ;  I  am  just  a  little  giddy,  but  I 
am  better.'  Lilias  freed  lier  arm  almost  with 
impatience.  '  Wliy  should  you  support  me  ? 
Has  anything  happened  to  me  V  she  said. 

Then  JMargaret,  w^ho  was  always  mistress, 
sank  into  humility. 

'  My  darling,  I  don't  know  that  anything  has 
just — happened;  but  you  are  not  strong,  and 
you  are  worried.    I  would  like  to  get  you  home.' 

'  I  am  going  home,'  said  Lilias,  with  dignity. 

There  was  so  much  noise  in  her  head  still,  as 
if  all  the  wheels  of  her  being  were  working  and 
turning,  that  she  had  not  much  power  of  speech. 
But  she  walked  wdth  a  certain  stateliness,  re- 
jectmg  all  aid.  And  Margaret,  who  had  been 
sovereign  all  lier  life  and  directed  everybody, 
accompanied  little  Lilias  in  the  height  and 
greatness  of  her  passion,  without  saying  a  word, 
with  a  pathetic  humility,  wondering  at  her  as 
the  people  of  Camelot  wondered  at  Elaine. 
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CHAPTER  XY. 

THE  following  winter  was  very  dreary  and 
long.  It  began  early ;  the  12tli  itself,  the 
beginning  of  the  season,  the  day  of  days  in 
the  North,  rained  from  morning  to  night.  It 
never  ceased  raining  through  all  the  shooting- 
season.  The  rain  ran  into  every  crevice,  into 
the  holes  in  the  rocks,  which  Avere  usually  as 
dry  as  the  sun  could  make  them,  and  the  heather 
grew  out  of  a  bog,  and  the  foot  sank  in  the  trea- 
cherous gTeenness  all  over  the  moors.  There  was 
little  encouragement  to  tourists,  and  not  jnuch 
to  sportsmen,  and  women  were  kept  indoors  and 
exhausted  all  their  resources,  and  quarrelled, 
and  were  miserable.  If  there  had  been  per- 
petual bickering  in  the  old  castle  of  Murkley, 
there  Avould  have  been  nothing  surprising  in  it. 
The  ladies  were  not  happy ;  they  were  in  a  state 
of  painful  suspense  and  uncertainty.  They 
neither  knew  what  the  future  was,  nor  when  it 
should  cease  to  be  the  future,  and  become  an 
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astonisliing  present,  changing  all  their  life.'  In 
the  strange  and  dreary  days  which  had  snc- 
ceeded  their  discovery  of  Lewis'  departure,  there 
had  been  a  kind  of  pause  in  existence  altogether. 
The  unaccustomed  contrariety  of  events,  the 
inipossibihty  of  doing  anything  but  waiting,  the 
inclination  to  upbraid  each  other,  the  uneasy 
desire  at  heart  to  blame  somebody  was  like  a 
stimulating  poison  in  all  their  veins.  They  stood, 
as  it  were,  at  bay  against  fate,  and  in  the  silence, 
and  with  the  keen  perception  they  had  that  no- 
thing could  be  done,  were  tempted  to  turn  their 
arms  against  each  other,  and  make  themselves 
thoroughly  miserable.  There  was  a  moment  in- 
deed when  this  seemed  inevitable.  Margaret  had 
only  the  impatience  of  unhappiness  to  warrant  her 
in  assailing  Jean,  but  there  was  a  certain  reason 
in  the  instinctive  impulse  with  which  the  others 
turned  upon  Margaret,  murmuring  in  their  hearts 
that  it  was  she  who  Avas  in  fault.  She  it  was 
(though  neither  of  them  knew  how  entirely  it 
was  she)  who  had  sent  the  hero  of  their  thoughts 
away.  But  for  her,  iho  fhlemma  might  have 
been  met  with  natural  ease,  and  the  problem 
solved.  It  was  she  who  had  stood  in  every- 
one's way.  Her  pride,  her  hard-heartedness, 
her   ambition   for   Lilias,    even    the   temporary 
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obtu-seness  and  self-conceit  (that  sucli  epithets 
should  ever  have  been  applied  to  Margaret!) 
which  prevented  her  from  seeing  as  the  others 
did  what  Lewis  had  done  for  them,  had  brought 
matters  to  this  crisis.  It  was  her  doing  from 
first  to  last.  She  was  herself  fully  aware  of 
this,  and  the  consciousness  was  as  irritating  as 
it  was  terrible.  She  alone  had  ordained  her 
child's  unhappiness,  had  taken  the  responsibility 
upon  herself.  When  Lilias  was  seen  wander- 
ing about  her  old  haunts,  trying  to  accomplish 
her  old  duties  with  a  pale  and  abstracted  coun- 
tenance, retiring  within  herself,  she  who  had 
been  so  simple  and  child-like,  and  crashed 
under  the  weight  of  an  uncertainty  which  made 
her  heart  sick,  Margaret  was  nearly  l^eside 
herself.  She  irritated  the  suffering  girl  by  her 
anxious  solicitude.  She  would  scarcelv  allow 
her  the  solace  of  quiet,  the  last  right  which  a 
spirit  in  trouble  has,  of  at  least  reconciling  itself 
to  its  trouble  unol^served,  and  without  interrup- 
tion. Margaret  pursued  Lilias  with  anxious 
questions  what  ailed  her?  though  she  knew  so 
well,  to  the  bottom  of  her  heart,  what  the  ail- 
ment was.  Had  she  a  headache  ?  What  was 
the  matter  that  she  could  not  eat  her  dinner  ? 
Why  did  it  weary  her  to  walk  ? 
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'  I  must  get  the  doctor  to  you,'  Margaret  said, 
devoured  by  alarm  lest  the  delicate  spirit  should 
affect  her  slight  body,  and  harm  come  of  it 
before  their  eyes. 

'  Oh,  if  you  would  but  let  her  alone  !  Can 
you  not  see  that  it's  the  heart  that  ails  her,  and 
nothing  else  V  Miss  Jean  would  say. 

'  Hold  your  peace  about  hearts.  Do  you 
think  I  am  not  as  unhappy  about  what  has  hap- 
pened as  any  person ;  but  I  am  not  going  to 
stand  by  and  see  her  digestion  a  wreck  as  well 

as '     And  Margaret  would  almost  weep  in 

misery,  in  impatience,  in  impotence,  till  poor 
Jean's  heart  was  almost  broken  with  the  im- 
possibility of  binding  up  her  sister's,  and  making 
her  believe  that  all  would  be  well.  For  to  this, 
after  a  while,  her  desire  to  upbraid  Margaret 
tm-ned — a  desire  to  console  and  soothe  her.  It 
was  her  fault,  poor  Margaret !  that  was  the 
issue  at  last  to  which  Jean's  sympathetic  passion 
came. 

Lilias,  who  was  the  most  deeply  involved, 
went  through  an  alarjning  crisis  ;  for  some  days 
she  -said  nothing,  averted  her  looks,  shut  herself 
up  as  much  as  possible,  would  accept  no  com- 
fort, nor  open  her  heart  to  anyone.  And  in  this 
moment,  when  the  gui  suddenly  found  herself 
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before  the  impossible   and  understood  that  no- 
thmg — nothing  which   anyone   conld   do  conld 
change  the  fact,  could  break  the  silence,  could 
make  it  possible  for  her  to  have  any  communica- 
tion with  him  to  whom  she  had  so  much  to  say — ■ 
that  even  a  hundred  chances  might  arise  to  keep 
her  from  any  communication  Avith  him  for  ever, 
a  cloud  of  utter  darkness,  and  of  that  sickness  of 
the  heart  Avhicli  accompanies  the  blaidc  of  dis- 
appointment, took   possession  of  her  being.     It 
was  against  all  the  habits  of  her  life.     Hitherto 
she  had  but  appealed  to  ]\Iargaret,  and   all  had 
gone  right.     Even  in  the  present  case  there  had 
been  an  end  of  all  opposition,  as  soon  as  it  had 
been  made  apparent  to  Margaret  what  was  in 
her  heart :  and  for  a  moment  it  had  ajipeared  a« 
if  everything  was  to  be  Avell.     But  not  Jlar- 
garet  nor  anyone  could  pierce  the  silence  of  the 
seas,    and    bring  back  a  reply.     No  one  could 
stoj^  the  ship  swiftly  speeding  to  the  other  side 
of  the  Avorld.     No  one  could  shorten  the  inevit- 
able time,  blank  and  dark  and  eventless,  which 
must  pass  before  any  word  could  be  heard  across 
those  silent  seas.     And  who  Avas  to  speak  the 
Avord  ?     And  hoAV  could   anyone  ansAver  for  it, 
that  LcAvis,  repulsed  and  sent  away,  would  hsten, 
or  that  he  would  undo  all  his  plans,  aiid  come  ? 
VOL.  III.  X 
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or  that  lie  had  not  changed  liis  niind  ?  He  had 
never  said  those  final  words  which  cast  down  all 
walls  between  tAvo  hearts.  Lilias  had  been  sure 
lie  meant  to  say  them  ;  but  he  had  not  done  so. 
And  who  conld  tell  now  if  they  ever  would  bo 
said  ?  and  who  conld  invite  him  to  say  them  ? 
To  write  to  him  would  be  to  do  so.  In  the  retire- 
ment of  her  own  room  she  had  written  to  him 
again  and  again  to  tell  liini  how  she  had  treated 
his  paper,  and  what  she  thought  of  it,  her 
admiration,  her  pain,  and  her  impatience  of  his 
'justice.'  But  not  one  of  those  letters  ever 
found  its  way  to  the  post.  "What  were  they, 
when  she  looked  at  them  again,  but  invitations, 
every  one?  She  tore  them  to  pieces,  as  she 
had  torn  the  deed,  and  at  last  recognised  with 
such  a  schooling  of  her  heart  as  is  incon- 
ceivable at  first  to  the  yomig  disciple  of  life, 
the  unaccustomed  sufferer  and  unwilling  learner, 
that  she  could  do  nothing,  that  there  was  no- 
thing to  be  done  but  to  wait,  the  hardest  expe- 
dient of  all. 

Thus  it  was  Lilias,  the  youngest,  the  softest, 
the  one  whom  the  others  would  have  died  to 
save,  who  had  to  bear  the  worst,  and  to  bear 
it  in  most  loneliness  of  spirit.  After  a  while 
the  others  consulted  over  it,  and  in  their  anxi- 
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ons  watch  over  lier,  and  mntiial  cliscusRioii  of 
every  aspect  of  her  face  and  mind,  found  a 
sort  of  occupation  in  their  distress.  And  both 
of  them  secretly  sent  out  a  messenger,  a  letter 
— an  effort  to  confront  the  impossible,  and  over- 
come it,  wliich  brought  them  immediate  con- 
solation. Lilias  could  neither  write,  nor  coidd 
she,  in  her  shy  and  delicate  youth,  unveil  her 
heart  to  her  sisters,  or  communicate  the  absorb- 
ed and  endless  preoccupation  with  which  her 
thoughts  Avere  centered  on  this  one  subject. 
She  'thought  shame,' — which  is  different  from 
being  ashamed — which  is  the  reverence,  the 
respect  which  a  pure  uatm'e  has  for  the  new 
and  wonderful  passion  that  is  in  her  veins,  as 
well  as  her  shrinking  from  a  subject  which  she 
has  never  learned  to  discuss,  and  which,  till 
it  has  been  made  into  reality  by  communication 
with  the  person  beloved,  is  beyond  disclosure. 
They  talked  to  each  other  about  her,  but  Lilias 
could  not  talk  to  them  or  to  anyone,  any  more 
than  she  could  write  to  him.  She  was  dumb. 
She  could  do  nothing,  say  nothing.  Sooner  or 
later,  in  one  way  or  another,  almost  every  wo- 
man has  to  go  through  this  ordeal.  Poor  little 
Lilias  met  it  unprepared. 

It  is  wrong  to  say,  however,  that  the  letters 

X  2 
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which,  were  sent  were  sent  secretly,  Margaret, 
when  slie  recovered  from  her  abasement  as  the 
cause  of  all  this  trouble,  and  began  to  recollect 
again  that  she  was  the  head  of  the  family,  made 
no  mystery  of  her  proceedings.  It  is  possible  that 
even  Lilias  knew,  though  she  had  no  positive 
information.  IMargaret  wrote,  inclosing  to  Lewis 
his  torn  deed,  and  commentary  on  the  facts  of 
the  case. 

'  You  would  have  done  well  to  see  us  before 
you  put  the  ocean  between  us,  with  such  a 
grand  question  as  this  to  settle,'  she  wrote. 
'  I  know  not  for  how  long  you  are  to  be  ab- 
sent, or  wliat  may  be  your  mind  as  to  other 
matters,  but  I  would  press,  as  far  as  it  may 
be  allowable,  the  necessity  of  personal  expla- 
nations before  any  other  steps  are  taken.' 

It  was  thought  by  Margaret's  audience,  now 
consisting  of  Jean  alone,  that  this  letter  was 
very  dignified,  very  moving,  and  certain  to 
effect  its  purpose. 

'  He  will  be  back  by  the  next  ship  after  he 
gets  that,'  she  said.     ^ 

'  How  can  we  tell,'  said  Margaret,  '  what  his 
engagements  may  be  ?  He  may  not  be  able 
to  leave  his  post.  He  has  now  gotten  himself 
a  master ;  and  Avho  can  tell  if  he  will  be  able, 
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at  any  indue  em  ent,  to  set  himself  free  1 ' 
'  There  is  nobody  that  conld  resist  that,'  Miss 
Jean  said ;  but,  notwithstanding  her  confidenoe 
in  Margaret's  letter,  she  herself,  all  secretly  and 
trembling  at  her  own  boldness,  trembling  too 
with  a  sense  of  guilt  at  the  falsity  of  it,  the 
treachery  to  her  sister,  the  idea  of  taking  any 
step  which  she  could  not  disclose,  '  took  up  her 
pen,'  as  she  described  it,  and  wrote  a  long- 
letter  too,  a  letter  which  was  full  of  details, 
and  far  more  touching  than  Margaret's.  But 
it  was  not  so  dignified,  perhaps,  nor  was  it 
at  all  ambiguous  in  its  phrases,  but  said,  '  come 
home  '  in  so  man}^  words,  and  promised  all 
that  heart  of  lover  could  desire. 

And  then  a  great  pause  fell  upon  the  agitated 
household.  It  was  to  a  distant,  newly-estab- 
lished colony  that  Lewis  had  gone,  and  in  those 
days  there  were  not  steamboat  services  to  all 
the  world, to  shorten  time  and  distance;  nothing 
but  a  sailing  ship  was  likely  to  carry  his  letter 
all  the  way,  and  not  for  a  long  time  could  any 
answer  be  expected.  It  has  almost  gone  out 
of  our  habitudes  now  to  wait  weeks  or  months 
for  an  answer,  and  even  then  this  old  penalty 
of  separation  had  been  much  modified  ;  but  still 
there  was  a  long  time  to  wait  before  they  could 
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hope  for  any  response,  and  the  autumn  days 
closed  down  darkly  over  the  house  w^hich  had 
been  interrupted  in  all  its  innocent  habits  by 
the  invasion  of  this  neAv  life.  Margaret  made  a 
speech  to  her  little  sister  upon  the  expediency 
of  resuming-  all  the  occupations  of  old. 

'You  are  but  a  young  thing  yet,'  she  said, 
'  and  history  is  just  an  endless  subject.  How 
are  you  to  get  through  life,  when  you  come 
to  be  our  age,  if  you  know'  nothing  about  the 
thirty  years'  war,  or  the  French  Revolution?  ■ 
You  will  just  look  out  all  your  books,  Lilias, 
and  we  wall  begin  on  Monday.  There  is  httle 
use  in  starting  anything  at  the  end  of  the  w^eek.' 

To  this  Lilias  assented  without  objection ; 
but  that  Monday  was  very  slow  in  commg. 
Who  could  settle  dow^i  to  read  history  with  a 
girl  to  Avhom  a  message  would  come  in  the 
middle  of  a  lesson  that  Lord  Bellendean  in  the 
library  was  '  Fain,  fain  to  see  her,  and  would 
not  take  an  answ^er  from  me,'  a  commission 
w^hich  Miss  Jean  brought  upstahs,  breathless, 
one  of  the  first  morniiigs  on  which  this  duty  w^as 
attempted. 

'  AVhat  is  Lord  Bellendean  wanting  ? — it  A\dll 
be  me  he  is  wishful  to  see,'  Margaret  said,  rising 
up  at  once. 
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'  Oh,  Margaret,  you  know  veiy  well  what  the 
lad  is  wanting  ;  but  he  will  not  take  his  answer 
from  us.  I  w'as  just  greatly  flustered,  and  I 
said  I  would  let  you  Ivnow,  but  nothing  wdll 
serve  him  but  to  see  Lilias,'  Miss  Jean  said. 

And,  after  the  interview  w^as  over,  is  it  to  be 
supposed  that  a  young  creature  w^ho  had  just 
refused  a  prospective  coronet  could  settle  down 
again  to  the  thirty  years'  war  ?  Lilias  took 
Lord  Bellendean  with  great  composure,  but  it 
was  not  to  be  expected  that  she  could  go  so  far 
as  that.  This  w-as  a  very  great  event,  as  may 
be  supposed.  It  crept  out  somehow,  as  such 
events  do,  all  the  village  being  aware  that  ^e 
young  lord  had  driven  to  Mur^dey  all  alone  that 
August  morning,  abandoning  even  the  grouse, 
and  that  ho  had  not  even  stayed  to  luncheon, 
but  drove  back  again  in  an  hour,  looking  very 
woebegone. 

'  She  will  have  refused  him,  the  "wilful  mon- 
key ;  that  is  what  comes  of  training  up  a  girl  to 
think  so  much  of  herself,'  Mrs.  Seton  said,  with 
a  countenance  of  awe.  It  took  away  her  breath 
to  think  of  such  a  wilful  waste  of  the  gifts  of 
Providence.  '  If  I  thought  any  child  of  mine 
Avould  show  such  conceit,  it  would  break  my 
heart — yes,  yes,  I  am  sm-e  it  would  just  break 
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my  lieart.  Couceit ! — what  could  it  be  but  cou- 
ceit,  and  thinking  far  more  of  herself  than  she 
has  any  right  to  think?  Would  she  like  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  I  wonder  V  cried  the  minister's 
wife. 

'  Let  us  hope  she'll  not  be  one  of  those  that 
go  through  the  Avood  and  through  the  wood 
and  take  up  with  a  crooked  stick  at  the  end,' 
said  jMrs.  Stormont,  grimly. 

It  was  somewhat  comforting  to  the  latter 
lady  to  know  of  Lord  Bellendean's  discomfiture, 
too.  But  she,  like  Mrs.  Seton,  felt  that  the  self- 
importance  of  the  Murrays  was  almost  beyond 
bearing.  Who  did  they  want  for  Lilias  ? — the 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  Mrs.  Seton  said  ;  but  he  was 
<i  married  man. 

Thus  Lihas  lost  the  sjmipathy  of  her  neigh- 
bour. Philip  Stormont  had  shown  symptoms 
of  a  desire  to  return  to  the  position  of  hanger- 
on  which  he  had  occupied  in  town,  but  his  mo- 
ther, once  so  eager,  no  longer  encouraged  this 
■wish. 

'  You  will  get  nothing  but  slights  and  scorns 
from  these  Mm^ays,'  she  said  to  her  son.  '  Let 
them  be  ;  they  are  too  grand  for  the  hke  of  us.' 

'  It  was  all  your  doing,  mother,'  said  Philip, 
'  that  I  ever  went  near  them  at  all.' 
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'  It  might  be  all  my  doing,'  said  "Sirs.  Stor- 
mout,  '  but  it  was  not  my  doing  that  you  let 
yourself  be  left  in  the  lurch  and  made  a  fool  of 
by  a  parcel  of  women.  If  you  have  no  proper 
pride,  I  have  some  for  you.  There's  Lady  Ida, 
that  is  a  far  finer  girl  than  Lilias  Murray,  there's 
no  comparison  between  them ;  the  one  is  but  a 
country  girl,  and  the  other  is  a  titled  lady :  and 
young  Bellendean  has  not  behaved  as  he  ought. 
If  I  were  you,  Philip,  a  strapping,  personable 
young  man ' 

Philip  did  not  stop  to  ask  what  liis  mother's 
inference  meant.  He  went  d(jwn  in  the  rain  to 
the  river,  and  pondered  the  Avhole  business 
among  the  boulders  in  the  bed  of  Tay,  up  to  his 
knees  in  the  brown  rushing  Avater.  Here  Philip 
reflected  that  women  were  no  judges,  that  he 
would  have  none  of  Lady  Ida,  avIio  would  ex- 
pect a  man  to  be  always  on  his  knees  to  her,  and 
that,  though  Lilias  Avas  a  pretty  creature,  there 
Avas  still  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  eA^er  came  to 
the  net.  He  reflected,  too,  Avitli  some  Avarmth  of 
satisfaction,  that  he  Avas  a  personable  man,  as 
his  mother  had  said,  and  need  not  be  afraid  of 
shoAving  himself  anyAvhere,  and  that  there  Avas 
no  hurry  ;  for  though  girls  must  make  their  hay 
Avhile  the  sun  shines,  poor  things,  as  for  a  man, 
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lie  could  Avait.  This  course  of  reflectiou  made 
Mm  respond  with  careless  good-humour  to  the 
greeting  of  the  minister,  who  called  to  him  from 
the  river-side  to  ask  what  sport  he  was  having. 

'  Not  bad,'  Philip  replied.  '  I  thought  I  had 
lost  the  knack  of  it,  but  it's  coming  back.' 

'  Little  doubt  but  it  would  come  back,'  ]\Ir. 
Seton  said,  and  they  had  a  talk  about  the  habits 
of  the  fish,  and  the  bait  they  preferred,  and  all 
their  wily  Avays,  Avhich  Avas  refreshing  to  Philip, 
and  in  which  Adam  Bennet,  AAdio  was  in  his 
usual  place,  took  part. 

'  They're  just  as  cunning  as  the  auld  gentle- 
man himsel','  Adam  said.  '  They  Avould  make 
grand  lawyers,  they're  that  full  of  tricks  and 
devices ;  but  tak'  them  when  they're  no  think- 
ing, and  they'll  just  bite  at  onything.' 

'  My  wife  AA^ould  like  some  of  your  trout, 
Adam,  for  to-morrow,'  the  minister  said ;  '  and 
talking  of  that,  Stormont,  there's  some  nonsense 
going  on  in  the  evening  among  the  young  folk  ; 
no  doubt  they  Avill  be  glad  to  see  you.' 

'I'm  afraid,'  cried^ Philip  Kacross  the  rush  of 
the  riA^er  and  amid  the  patter  of  the  rain,  '  that 
1  have  an  engagement.' 

'  Well,  well,'  said  the  minister,  good-humour- 
edly  nodding  at  him  from  under  his  umbrella  as 
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lie.  went  on,  'just  as  yon  please — jnst  as  you 
please/ 

This  was  all  that  passed ;  and  it  was  not  a 
thing  that  could  be  called  an  invitation,  as  Mrs. 
Seton  said  afterwards.  '  No,  no  ;  not  an  invita- 
tion :  just  one  gentleman  to  another,  which  is  as 
different  as  possible.  We'll  be  glad  to  see  you, 
or  my  wife  will  be  glad  to  see  you  ;  just  the  kind 
of  tiling  that  Robert  says  to  everybody,  for  he's 
far  too  free.' 

But  it  disturbed  Philip  in  his  fishing  more 
than  he  could  have  imagined  possible.  It  came 
into  his  mind  in  the  morning  as  soon  as  he  woke, 
it  accompanied  him  in  his  thoughts  all  day. 

'  There  is  some  dancing  or  nonsense  going  on 
at  the  manse,  I  hear — or  Avas  it  last  night  T  said 
]Mrs,  Stormont  at  dinner,  secure  in  the  confi- 
dence that  no  invitation  had  come  for  her  son. 
'  I  am  very  thankful  that  they  have  seen  the 
uselessness  of  it,  and  given  up  asking  you, 
Philip.' 

'  Oh !  I  can  go  if  I  like,'  Philip  said. 

'  But  you  have  too  much  sense  to  mix  your- 
self up  v/ith  their  village  parties,'  said  his  mother. 

To  this  Philip  made  no  reply.  His  pride  was 
touched  at  once  by  the  suggestion  that  he  was 
not  asked,  and  by  the  idea  that  his  good  sense 
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had  to  be  appealed  to.  This  is  always  an  offen- 
sive idea.  He  did  not  go  np  to  the  drawing- 
room  after  dinner.  In  spite  of  himself,  the 
contrast  between  the  dull  Avarmth  of  the  fire- 
side, Avhere  his  mother  sat  vnth  her  book  and 
her  knitting,  and  the  lively  scene  on  the  other 
side  of  the  w^ater,  struck  him  more  and  more 
forcibh^  ]\Iothers  are  all  very  well  in  their  -way, 
but  they  pall  upon  the  sense  of  young  men.  He 
went  out  to  the  door,  and  the  fresh,  damp  night 
air,  as  it  flew  in  his  face,  seemed  to  carry  upon 
it  a  far-off  sound  of  the  music.  To  be  sure,  this 
was  impossible,  but  it  mattered  Httle  to  Phihp  ; 
he  heard  it  all  the  same,  he  knew  the  very  waltz 
which  at  that  moment  Mrs.-  Seton  would  be 
plajang.  What  need  to  follow  all  the  steps  of 
the  short  and  half-hearted  struggle?  They 
were  in  full  career  of  gaiety  in  the  manse 
drawang-room,  when  Phihp  strayed  in,  half  afraid 
of  the  reception  he  might  receive. 

'  Oh  !  My.  Philip,  is  this  you  ?  You  are  just  a 
gTeat  stranger,'  cried  Mrs.  Seton.  '  But  there  is 
Alice  Bairnsfaither  no^  dancing ;  you  are  just 
come  in  time.' 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

HE  daj-s  Avere  very  long  in  Mnvlclej  that 
winter.  It  Avas  not  a  brisk,  frosty  mnter, 
with  ice  and  skating  and  cmling,  and  all  the 
cheerful  activities  Avitli  which  the  strong  and 
young  set  winter  at  defiance.  Everything  of 
the  kind,  every  attempt  at  pleasure  out  of  doors, 
melted  away  in  the  rain.  The  roads  were  deep 
in  mud,  the  fields  were  sodden,  the  river  almost 
in  flood,  the  skies  so  leaden  and  so  low  that  you 
could  almost  have  touched  them  with  your 
hand — so,  at  least,  the  country  folk,  in  their 
bold  phraseology,  described  them,  Jean's  table- 
cover  was  almost  done.  She  was  able  to  sit  at 
it,  she  said,  as  she  never  had  been  before.  There 
Avas  little  variety  in  the  life  of  the  ladies  at  Murk- 
ley.  There  had  never  been  much  variety  in  their 
life ;  though,  noAV  that  Lilias  Avas  acknoAvledged 
to  be  '  out,'  it  ]night  have  been  supposed  that 
their  engagements  would  have  increased.  But 
this  was  not  the  case.    LiHas  had  signalised  her- 
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self  by  closing- two  houses  intlie  county  upon  tliem 
at  once.  JMurray  was  a  name  Avliicli  was  not  now 
pronounced  before  the  Countess,  who  was  gayer 
than  usual,  and  gave  several  parties,  as  Mar- 
garet firmly  beheved,  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
maldng  it  appear  that  the  sisters  were  shut  out. 

'  But  I  never  blame  her,  poor  woman ;  for  no 
doubt  it  was  a  great  mortification,'  Margaret 
said,  A^ath  proud  triumph. 

And  the  break  with  Mrs.  Stormont  had  never 
been  healed.  Philip  indeed  had  retm-ned  to  his 
old  friendhness,  as  he  had  retm-ned  to  other 
bonds,  but  his  mother  stood  out.  Thus  they 
"were  shut  up  a  little  more  than  usual  to  their 
OAvn  resources,  and  Lilias,  if  she  had  taken  ad- 
vantage of  her  opportunities,  ought  to  have 
known  all  about  the  thirty  years'  war.  It  was 
a  long,  long  time  before  any  reply  came  to  their 
letters,  and,  when  it  arrived,  it  was  not  satisfac- 
tory. Lewis  had  been  travelhng  with  his  chief. 
He  was  so  engaged  to  his  chief  that  he  could 
not  get  free  to  answer  in  person,  as  he  would 
have  wished.  He  answered  Margaret  by  the 
intimation  that,  in  case  he  should  die  in  the 
meantime,  he  had  left  everything  by  wall  to 
LiHas,  which  w^as  an  arrangement  which  could 
not  be  found  fault  with,  though  he  hoped  to  find 
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some  other  immediate  solution  when  he  came 
home.  Even  his  letter  to  Jean  Avas  subdued 
and  sad  in  tone.  He  seemed  unable  to  believe 
that  she  was  right  in  the  confidence  of  her 
hopes ;  he  thought  his  good  fortune  had  for- 
saken him,  and  that  it  was  contempt,  not  ten- 
derness, which  had  made  Lilias  tear  up  his 
offering.  '  She  would  not  take  even  her  right 
from  my  hands.'  Miss  Jean  wept  much  over 
this  epistle.  She  avowed  that  she  ought  to 
have  imderstood  the  perversity  of  man. 

'  AVhen  you  think  it  is  all  just  plain  and 
easy,  and  nothing  to  do  but  to  enter  upon  your 
happiness,  it  is  just  then  that  they  will  turn  the 
wrong  way,'  she  said.  They  were  all  somewhat 
humiliated  by  the  non-success  of  the  overtures 
which  they  had  expected  to  be  received  with 
enthusiasm.  Lilias,  who  did  not  know  all,  felt 
the  discouragement  fall  back  upon  her  with  a 
sudden  sense  of  failure  and  shame,  which  gave  an 
altogether  new  aspect  to  life.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  she  had  been  offered  and  rejected  ;  her  pride 
sprang  to  arms,  and  all  the  force  of  her  nature 
rallied  in  self-defence.  When  Margaret  addressed 
her  little  conclave  on  the  subject,  Lilias,  with 
fire  in  her  eyes,  would  scarcely  hear  her  speak. 

'  It  is  possible,'  Margaret  said,  '  that  there  is 
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some  mistake  iu  tlie  whole  matter.  We,  per- 
liaps,  did  not  understand  liim  at  the  first,  and 
perhaps  we  may  not  understand  him  now.' 

'  What  does  it  matter  V  cried  Lihas,  mth 
passion.  '  Who  is  it  yon  are  wanting-  to  imder- 
stand?  Oh  I  Avill  yon  just  forget  about  it,  and 
never  let  ns  say  a  word  on  the  subject  any  more  1' 

'  This  Avas  Avhat  I  was  going  to  say,'  said 
]\Iargaret,  fii-mly.  '  It  may  A^ery  well  be  that  a 
mistake  has  been  made ;  but  it's  not  for.  our 
dignity  or  for  our  peace  of  mind  to  d^vell  upon 
that.  We  Avill  just  consider  this  a  closed  chapter, 
Lilias.  There  has  no  harm  been  done.  The 
vomia:  man  meant  well,  it  was  in  his  mind  to 
do  justice.  He  had  my  approval,  as  ye  all  know. 
And  no  doubt  but  it  was  a  great  effort.  For  a 
man  to  give  up  all  his  living  and  everything  he 
has,  is  ncA^er  a  small  matter.  You  will  mind 
that  even  the  A^oung  man  that  our  Lord  loved 
had  not  the  strength  of  mind  to  do  that.  It  is 
just  an  extraordinary  thing  to  the  credit  of  the 
lad  that  he  did  find  it  in  his  heart  to  do  it.  But 
when  his  sacrifice  was  thrown  back  upon  him, 
Avhich  Avas  what  Lihas'  in  a  manner  forced  upon 
me  to  do ' 

'  I  am  glad  I  did  that !  I  am  glad — glad  I  did 
it,'  Lilias  cried. 
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Well — I  am  saying  nothing  against  that. 
When  he  has  got  it  thrown  back  into  his  bosom, 
he  very  hkely  thinks  he  has  done  all,  and  more, 
than  ought  to  be  required,  and  there's  just  an 
end  of  it.  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  concern- 
ing Mr.  Grantley.  He  has  done  all — and  more — 
that  honour  could  require.  But  now  we're  done 
wdth  him,  and  that  chapter  closed.' 

'  Oh !  Margaret,  bide  a  little,'  cried  Jean.  '  Oh  ! 
Lihas,  listen  to  yom-  own  heart ;  is  there  nothing 
there  that  speaks  for  him  ?  He  is  under  engage- 
ments :  he  cannot  just  hurry  away,  and  leave 
his  duty.  Give  him  a  little  time,  and  let  him 
speak  for  himself.' 

'I  agree  with  Margaret,'  said  Lilias,  hotly. 
'  It  is  Margaret  that  is  right.  There  has  been 
too  much  about  it — too  much !  and  now  that 
chapter  is  closed.' 

'  It  is  for  the  best  that  it  should  be  so,'  Mar- 
garet said. 

'  Oh !  Margaret,  you  were  always  hard  upon 
him !  What  have  you  ever  done  but  discom-age 
him  and  put  him  aw^ay  1  And  now  Avill  this  be 
for  ever — will  you  just  reject  him  without  a 
hearing  1'  Jean  cried.  Margaret  gave  her  a 
look  in  which  there  w^as  at  once  judgment  and 
warning. 

VOL.  IIL  Y 
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'  There  is  no  hearing,'  said  IMargaret,  '  there  is 
nothing  bnt  just  to  put  him  out  of  our  hves  and 
all  the  thoughts  he  has  raised.  That  chapter  is 
closed,'  she  said,  Avith  great  dignity  and  gravity. 
It  was  a  decision  against  which  no  further  pro- 
test could  be  made. 

And  indeed  there  was  a  long  time  in  Avhicli 
this  seemed  a  final  decision.  The  chapter  was 
to  all  appearance  closed.  Even  Jean,  hard 
though  she  found  it,  Avas  obliged  to  hold  in  all 
demonstrations  of  sympathy,  to  leave  Lilias  to 
herself.  And  IMargaret,  putting  real  force  upon 
her  inclinations,  such  as  no  one  appreciated,  left 
her  to  herself.  Jean  Avas  coerced  by  her  elder 
sister,  and  obeyed  Avitli  a  mute  protest,  vnth 
tearful,  appealing  looks,  Avith  a  continual  lift- 
ing up  of  her  testimony  to  earth  and  heaA^en, 
against  the  fate  AAdiich  she  could  not  resist.  But 
Margaret  had  no  one  to  coerce  her,  no  one  to 
protest  against.  She  A\'as  her  OAvn  tyrant,  more 
hard  to  herself  than  to  Jean.  She  resisted  the 
impulse  to  take  her  httle  sister  into  her  bosom, 
to  soothe  and  caress  her,  to  Aveep  over  her,  to 
open  up  to  her  all  the  secret  hoards  of  her  OAvn 
love  and  tenderness.  Margaret,  Avhom  they  all 
thought  so  severe,  so  contemptuous  of  senti- 
mentality, had  too  much  rcA^erence  for  the  child 
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of  her  adoration  to  iutrudu  iuto  lier  little  sanc- 
tuary of  pain,  and  innocent  shame,  and  wounded 
affection.  It  Avas  better  for  Lilias  that  no  eye 
slionld  penetrate  into  that  refnge — her  mother- 
sister  heroically  shut  the  door,  and  stood  long- 
ing, wistfid,  without.  In  the  meanwhile  the 
household,  for  no  one  out  of  the  household  knew 
imything  of  the  matter,  was  very  hard  upon 
Margaret.  Old  Simon  declared  to  the  cook  that 
the  pride  of  her  Avas  just  more  than  any  person 
-could  put  up  with. 

'  She'll  see  that  bairn  buried  afore  her  een,  or 
•she  let  her  wed  the  lad  she  hkes,'  Simon  said. 

'And  Avha  is  the  lad  she  likes?'  the  maids 
asked  in  chorus,  all  but  Susan,  Avho  held  her 
tongue,  and  looked  all  the  knowledge  she 
possessed.  Upon  Avhich  old  Simon  bid  tliem 
go  all  to  their  work  for  a  set  of  idle  taupies 
that  had  no  eyes  in  their  heads. 

'  But  I'll  never  forgive  ]\Iiss  Margaret,  if  harm 
comes  of  it;  and  what  but  harm  can  come  of  it?' 
the  oracle  of  the  kitchen  said. 

The  wet  winter  was  succeeded  by  a  wistful 
.and  doubtful  spring,  and  then  by  summer  gay 
as  northern  summers  sometimes  are,  with  long- 
days,  all  monotonous  and  feelingless,  such  as 
oppress    the    heart.      If    the    year    had    been 
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specially  aiTanged  to  look  longer  than  ever 
year  looked  before,  it  could  not  have  been 
more  successfully  done.  It  lingered  and  drag- 
ged along,  never  gracious  nor  genial,  a  tedious, 
unfruitful  year.  And  the  same  change  which 
had  come  over  the  seasons,  seemed  to  have 
come  over  the  life  of  Murkley.  There  were 
no  longer  the  little  varieties  of  old ;  just  as 
the  Avinters  frost,  and  brisk  March  wdnds,  and 
the  caprices  of  April,  and  the  disappointments 
of  May  were  all  lost  in  one  fretful  dulness,  so 
the  little  impatiences  and  mock  quarrels,  the 
little  routine  of  work  and  i)lay,  the  little  en- 
tertainments and  hopes  of  the  past,  all  seemed 
to  have  dropped  into  one  settled  rule,  rigid 
and  immovable,  in  wliich  no  relaxation  or 
variety  was.  What  she  did  one  day,  Lilias 
did  the  next,  unwaveiing,  shutting  herself  up 
^vithin  herself.  She  could  not  have  borne  it, 
had  she  said  a  word.  The  sense  of  ha^ang-- 
come  to  nothing,  the  defeat  and  failure  of  her' 
whole  independent  existence,  cut  short  and 
ended  off,  overwhelmed  her  both  with  trouble 
and  shame.  That  any  man  could  have  it  in. 
his  power  to  turn  all  her  brightness  and  hopes, 
all  her  youthful  gaiety  and  adventm-e,  her  de- 
lightful beginning,  her  innocent  triumph,  into 
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a  mere  episode  suddeiily  broken  off,  having  no 
connection  Avitli  the  rest  of  her  hfe,  was  a 
thing  intolerable  to  her;  nor  could  she  endure 
to  think  that  Avhatever  happened  to  her  in 
the  future  must  be  like  a  second  life,  another 
beginning;  rather,  much  rather,  she  Avould 
have  had  nothing  happen  to  her  at  all,  but 
relapse  into  the  dimness  for  ever.  This  indeed 
was  Avhat  Lilias  thought  she  had  done.  But 
yet  now  and  then  a  sudden  gale  of  expecta- 
tion, a  stirring  of  life  would  breathe  over  her — 
as  if  all  Avere  not  ended,  as  if  something  must 
still  be  coming.  There  Avere  days  in  Avhich  she 
felt  sure  that  something  Avould  certainly  come  : 
after  Avhich  she  Avould  rise  up  and  slay  herself 
in  shame  and  indignation,  asldng  herself  if  she 
could  be  so  poor  a  creature  as  still  to  Avish 
him  to  return.  But  all  this  passed  in  silence  ; 
and  the  shame  of  those  relentings,  of  those 
renewed  disappointments,  of  those  involuntary 
hopes  and  awakenings  Avere  to  herself  alone. 
Thus  the  year  Avent  on.  It  had  passed  the 
meridian,  and  the  long  evenings  Avere  begin- 
ning to  '  creep  in '  a  little,  soothing  somcAvhat 
the  spirits  Avearied  Avith  this  gTcyness  of  living. 
It  Avas  a  good  thing,  Avhatever  happened,  to  be 
rid  of  those  endless  days.     Nothing  so  beauti- 
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ful  when  the  heart  is  hght,  or  even  moderatel}'" 
tranquil  and  at  ease,  but,  in  suspense  or  w^aiting, 
the}'  were  intolerable.  Lilias  told  herself  that 
she  was  not  in  suspense  any  longer,  that  there 
was  nothing  to  wait  for ;  but  still  she  was 
glad  when  the  long  days  were  over,  when 
autumn  began  to  whiten  the  fields,  and  a  little 
fire  to  ghmnier  in  the  dark  wainscoted  rooms. 
By  the  end  of  August  tliat  was  natural  in 
Murkley.  The  house  in  the  evening  looked 
more  cheerful  Avith  the  gloAv  of  the  ruddy 
fire,  and  wlien  sometimes,  -with  a  sudden  per- 
verse fit,  she  would  steal  out  in  the  twilight 
after  dinner,  the  lights  gleaming  in  all  the  AA-in- 
dows  gave  her  a  certain  pleasure  to  see.  They 
looked  waiin,  and  the  world  was  so  cold ;  they 
were  bright,  and  it  Avas  so  dim.  What  did  she 
know  about  the  world,  this  nm'shng  of  Ioa'c 
and  tenderness  ?  Nothing  at  all :  only  that 
her  first  venture  in  it  had  turned,  as  it  seemed, 
into  bitterness,  and  it  was  the  priAalege  of  her 
youth  to  generalize,  and  to  adopt  as  her  oaa-u 
experience  the  conclusions  of  Avorld-worn  men. 

She  had  done  this  one  CA^ening  early  in  Sep- 
tember; the  year  had  run  round,  and  all  hei* 
anniversaries  were  OA^er :  the  time  of  his  sacri- 
fice, the  time  Avhen  she  had  giA-en  it  back  to 
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bim,  the  woeful  day  of  his  departure,  all  were 
past.     It  ought  to  be  all  over,  she  said  to  her- 
self bitterly ;  Avhat  a   servile    thing   it  Avas   to 
dwell  upon  every  incident  in   this  way,  to  keep 
thinking  of  them  when  it  was  clear  he  thought 
of  them  no  more.     Lilias  began  to  take  herself 
to  task.     She  had  taken  a  plaid  from  the  hall 
and  flung  it  round  her ;  the  evening  was  closing, 
the  road  through  the  park  towards  New  Murk- 
ley  was  entirely  deserted,  no  step  but  her  own 
upon  it,  no  fear  of  interruption.     She  began  to 
say  to  herself  as  she  went  along  that  all  this 
was  unworthy;  that,  since  the  first  chapter  of  her 
life  had  been  broken  off,  she  must  let  it  break, 
and  begin  again ;   that  it  was  like  a  slave  to 
cling  to  the  past,  to  bind  herself  to  a  recollec- 
tion, to  let  all  her  life  fade  into  a  shadow.     As 
she  came  in  sight  of  the  old  visionary  palace, 
with     its     vacant    windows    staring    into    the 
twilight,  there  came  into    her  head  the  bitter 
fancy  of  associating  herself  with  it.     It  was  an 
emblem  of  her  existence,  she  said  to  herself — 
unfinished,   all  ambitiously  framed  for  life,  life 
on  a  grand  and  beautiful  scale :  but  never  to  be 
lived  in,  an  empty  memorial  of  what  might  have 
been,  a  house    for  dreams  and  nothing  else,  a 
place  where  never  fire  would  be  lighted,  nor 
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any  sweet  tumult  of  living  arise.     Oh !  it  was 
like  her,  her  great  deserted  palace,  her  strong- 
built  emptiness.     Lilias  stood  and  gazed  at  it, 
rising  majestic  against  the  greyness  of  the  sky, 
her  eyes  flooding  with  tears,  a  poignant  and  sud- 
den pang  in  her  heart.     Could  any  resemblance 
be  more  close  ?    This  old  house  was  her  fortune, 
all  she  had  in  the  world :  and  she  was  like  it. 
There  was  mockery  in  it,  yet  sympathy ;  a  va- 
cant place,  where  no  shelter  Avas,  a  vacant  life, 
in  which  there  never  would  be  any  warmth  of 
human  interest.     The  greyness  of  everything 
about,  the    shadow-trees   softly  waving  in  the 
night  Avind,  the  faint  clouds  scarcely  rounding 
against  the  colourless  sky,  the  mass  of  building 
all   still   and   vacant,  everything  combined  to 
enhance   the   effect.     The   two  lakes  of  silent 
passion   in   her   eyes   blurred    everything,   and 
made  that  effect  still  greater.     The  old  house 
in  the  distance,  Avith  its  ghmmers  of  ruddy  light 
in  all  the  windoAvs,  had  nothing  in  it  so  con- 
genial Avith  her  mood.     Her  castle  was  like  her- 
self, empty  and  cold,  an  abode  of  dreams  and 
nothing  more. 

Nevertheless,  it  gaA^e  Lilias  a  little  thrill  of 
alarm  to  sec  something  more  upon  the  broad 
steps,  all  overgrown  A^^th  weeds  and  grass,  that 
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led  to  the  never-opeuecl  door.  Thougli  she  had 
been  in  her  own  consciousness  but  now  so  tragic 
a  figiu'e  surveying  the  tragic  desolation  of  her 
great  house,  yet  she  was  in  reality  only  a  girl 
imder  twenty,  in  the  grey  evening,  almost  dark, 
out  of  hearing  of  any  protector,  and  out  of  sight 
of  her  home.  Some  one  moved  upon  the  steps, 
and  came  slowly  down  and  towards  her.  She 
was  too  proud  to  turn  round  and  fly,  but  this 
had  been  her  first  thought.  If  it  should  turn 
out  a  neighbour,  all  Avas  w^ell ;  but  if  it  should 
be  a  stranger,  a  vagrant,  a  Avandering  tramp, 
perhaps !  Half  for  pride  and  half  for  fright, 
Lilias  could  not  turn  her  back  upon  this  im- 
known ;  but  she  stood  and  Avaited  to  see  Avho  it 
was,  holding  up  her  dress  Avitli  her  hands,  ready 
for  instant  flight. 

He  came  sloAvly  forw^ard  through  the  dusk ; 
her  heart  beat  Avith  alarm,  Avitli  Avonder,  Avitli 
displeasure,  for  no  stranger  had  any  right  to  be 
here  so  late.  But  no  suspicion  of  the  reality 
touched  her  mind.  Many  times  she  had  ex- 
pected vainly,  and  often,  often  felt  that  round 
the  next  corner,  at  the  next  turning,  he  might 
come.  But  this  expectation  Avas  far  from  her 
mind  to-night,  nor  Avas  there  light  enough  to  see 
him  as  he  came  nearer  and  nearer.     He  stopped 
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when  they  Avere  wdthiu  a  few  paces  of  each  other. 

'  Yon  are  afraid  of  me,  but  I  am  no  stranger. 
Ah !  you  do  not  know  me  V  he  said. 

Then  there  rang  through  the  silent  woods  and 
the  grey  night  a  wonderful  cry.  Lilias  was 
not  mistress  of  herself  ;  the  whole  world  went 
round  and  round  witli  her,  the  gi-eat  house 
behind  him  seemed  to  move,  to  break  iuto 
imequal  outlines,  to  crash  together  and  fall. 
Her  voice  sounded  like  something  independent 
of  her,  a  wild  creature  crying  out  in  the  night. 
She  threw^  out  her  hands  wildly  to  grasp  at 
something,  she  did  not  know  what,  to  hold  by 
and  sustain  herself.  There  was  nothing  near 
her  except  him.  He  was  trembling  too.  He 
took  her  hands  into  his  without  any  presump- 
tion or  mistake  of  her  meaning. 

'I  have  frightened  you,'  he  said.  'It  is  to 
do  more  harm,  always  more  hann,  that  I  come. 
But  lean  upon  me,  you  know  that  I  mean  no 
evil — it  is  not  to  take  any  advantage.' 

Lilias  did  not  hear  what  Lewis  said.  She 
heard  his  voice,  that  w^s  enough.  She  discover- 
ed that  it  -was  he  with  a  revulsion  of  feeling 
which  there  w^as  nothing  in  her  to  withstand. 

'  Oh !  where  have  you  been  so  long — so  long  ? 
and  me  that  wanted  you  so  I'  she  cried. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

(Which  is  scarceJy  necessary.) 

INSIDE  the  liglited  windows  whicli  threw  so 
cheerful  a  gleam  upon  the  soft  darkness  of 
the  night  outside,  Margaret  and  Jean  were  seat- 
ed, with  their  heads  very  close  together,  bend- 
ing over  a  letter.  They  were  reading  it  both 
together,  with  great  agitation  and  excitement. 
The  faces  of  both  were  flushed  and  eager; 
there  was  a  controversy  going  on  between 
them.  Nothing  more  peaceful  than  this  interior, 
the  little  fire  burning  brightly,  the  lamp  on  the 
table,  the  wainscot  reflecting  the  leap  and 
sparkle  of  the  bm-ning  wood,  but  nothing  more 
agitated  than  the  little  group,  the  faces  so  like 
each  other,  so  close  together,  lighted  up  with  all 
the  fh-e  and  passion  of  civil  war. 

'  She  is  beginning  to  forget  him,'  ]\Iargaret 
said.  '  I  will  send  him  his  answer  to-night,  and 
she  need  never  knoAv.     Why  should  the  little 
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tiling  be  disturbed  again?     She  has  had  a  terri- 
ble year,  but  it  is  all  over,  all  over  now.' 

'  All  over  now  he  has  come.  In  no  other  way 
will  it  ever  be  over.' 

'Oh!  hold  your  peace  with  your  romance, 
Jean.  It  was  always  sore,  sore  against  my 
will  to  entertain  the  thought  of  him — and  now 
that  she  has  got  over  it ' 

'  She  will  never  get  over  it,'  said  Miss  Jean. 
"  Oh,  Margaret,  have  ye  no  mercy  in  you  ?  Will 
you  let  her  heart  break  just  for  a  prejudice,  just 
for ' 

'Do  you  call  it  a  prejudice  that  the  man 
should  be  a  gentleman,  that  his  father  before 
him  should  have  been  a  gentleman  ? ' 

'  I  care  nothing  for  his  father  before  him,'  ex- 
claimed Jean,  Avith  the  energy  of  passion.  '  He 
is  as  true  a  gentleman  as  ever  stepped.  I  call 
it  just  a  prejudice ' 

'  Hold  yom-  peace,  Jean.  Break  her  heart ! 
Avhen  I  tell  you  she  is  mending,  mending  day 
by  day.  Her  peace  shall  not  be  distm'bed 
again.  I  will  write  to  Jiim  that  it  is  too  late. 
He  is  gentleman  enough  for  that,  I  allow ;  that 
he  wall  go  away,  that  he  will  do  nothing  dis- 
lojal  to  me ' 

'  Would  you  have  him  disloyal  to  her  ?'  Miss 
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Joan  cried.  '  No,  Margaret !  I  have  clone  your 
bidding  many  a  day,  but  I  will  not  now.  If 
you  write  and  bid  bim  go,  1  will  write  and  bid 
him  stay.  He  will  judge  for  himself  Avhich  of 
us  laiows  best.' 

Margaret  rose  to  her  feet  with  an  indignant 
gestm-e. 

'  AVill  you  defy  me — me,  yom-  own  sister,'  she 
said. 

'  Oh !  Margaret,  do  not  break  my  heart ! — but 
I  will  defy  all  the  world  for  Lilias,'  cried  ]\Iiss 
Jean.  '  She  is  more  than  my  sister,  she  is  my 
bairn ;  and  yours  too — and  yours  too  !' 

'  It  is  for  that,'  cried  Margaret,  with  some- 
thing like  a  sob,  '  that  I  will  just  defend  her  to 
the  death.' 

'  Is  it  defending  her  T  cried  the  other,  '  to 
break  her  heart  T 

'  There  is  no  question  of  breaking  hearts,'  said 
Margaret,  hm-riedly  controlling  herself,  and 
taking  up  the  letter ;  '  but,  Jean,  for  God's  sake, 
not  a  word,  for  here  is  Lilias  at  the  door.' 

Neither  of  them  remembered,  in  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment,  that  the  sight  of  them 
standing  up  to  receive  her,  vntli  the  traces  of  their 
struggle  in  their  looks,  must  have  shown  Lilias, 
had  there  been  no  other  indication,  that  some- 
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tiling  extraordiuaiy  liad  liappened.  But  tliat 
mattered  little,  as  the  reader  laiows.  Lilias 
came  in  smiling,  her  eyes  dazzled  with  the 
lights,  her  fan-  locks  jewelled  with  the  dews. 
She  kept  Lewis  behind  her  with  her  hand. 

'  I  have  brought  somebody  to  see  you,  Mar- 
garet and  Jean,'  she  said. 

Margaret  let  the  letter  fall  from  her  hand.  It 
Avas  the  final  throwing  do\sTi  of  her  arms  before 
triumphant  Love  and  Fate. 


THE    END. 
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will  be  found  pregnant  with  interest.'' — T/te  Times. 

ROYAL  WINDSOR.     By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon. 

Second  Edition.      Volumes  I.  and  II.     Demy  8vo.     30s. 

"  'Koyal  Windsor '  follows  in  the  same  lines  as  '  Her  Majesty's  Tower,'  and  aims 
at  weaving  a  series  of  popular  sketches  of  striking  events  which  centre  round 
Windsor  Castle.  Mr.  Dixon  makes  everything  vivid  and  picturesque.  Those  who 
liked  'Her  Majesty's  Tower'  will  find  these  volumes  equally  pleasant." — Athenxum. 

"A  truly  fine  and  interesting  book.  It  is  a  valuable  contribution  to  English 
history;  worthy  of  Mr.  Dixon's  fame,  worthy  of  its  grand  subject." — Horning  Post. 

"  These  volumes  will  find  favour  with  the  widest  circle  of  readers.  From  the  first 
days  of  Norman  Windsor  to  the  Plantagenet  period  Mr.  Dixon  tells  the  story  of  this 
famous  castle  in  his  own  picturesque,  bright,  and  vigorous  way." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon  has  found  a  congenial  subject  iu  'Koyal  Windsor.'  Un- 
der the  sanction  of  the  Queen,  he  has  enjoyed  exceptional  opportimities  of  most 
searching  and  complete  investigation  of  the  Koyal  House  and  every  other  part  of 
"Windsor  Castle,  in  and  out,  above  ground  and  below  ground." — Daily  Neves. 

VOLS.  III.  AND  IV.  OF  ROYAL  WINDSOR.     By 

W.  Hepworth  Dixon.    Second  Edition.     Demy  8vo.    30s.    Com- 
pleting the  Work. 
"  Keaders  of  all  classes  will  feel  a  genuine  regret  to  think  that  these  voltmies 
contain  the  last  of  Mr.  Dixon's  vivid  and  lively  sketches  of  English  history.    His 
hand  retained  its  cunning  to  the  last." — Atkemeum. 

"  Mr.  Dixon's  is  the  picturesque  way  of  writing  history.  Scene  after  scene  is 
brought  before  us  in  the  most  effective  way.  His  book  ia  not  only  pleasant  read- 
ing, but  full  of  information." — Graphic. 

CATHARINE  OF  ARAGON,  and  the  Sources 

OF  THE  English  Reformation.   Edited,  from  the  French  of  Albert 

DU  Boys,  with  Notes  by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge,  Author  of  "  The 

Heir  of  Redclyffe,"  &c.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     21s. 

"This  book  is  valuable  as  an  able  compendium  of  documents  about  Catharine. 

and  also  as  a  statement  of  the  causes  which  led  to  the  English  Reformation.     It 

should  be  read  by  all  who  want  to  take  a  comprehensive  view  of  the  period.    Misa 

Yonge's  work  is  thoroughly  and  conscientiously  done." — Graphic. 


MESSRS.    HURST   AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW  WO?di^—Co7itmned. 


WITH  THE  CONNAUGHT  RANGERS  in  Quar- 

TERS,  Camp,  and  on  Leave.     By  General  E.  H.  Maxwell,  C.B., 

Author  of  "  Griffin,  Ahoy  !"     1  vol.  8vo.    With  Ilhistrations.     T5s. 

"General  Maxwell  has,  in  the  course  of  his  military  career,  seen  much  of  the 
world,  taken  part  in  a  considerable  amount  of  fighting,  and  experienced  many 
adventures.  He  writes  in  a  genial  fashion,  and  possesses  evidently  a  great  fund 
of  animal  spirits.'' — Athemiiim. 

"  General  Maxwell  displays  the  soldierly  qualities  of  brisk  light-heartedness  and 
a  thorough  enjoyment  of  enterprise  and  adventure.  His  pages,  whether  he  is  in 
the  'West  India  Islands,  or  in  the  trenches  of  Sebastopol,  or  in  India  in  the  days 
of  the  great  mutiny  and  long  after,  carry  the  reader  onward  with  a  sort  of  random 
vivacity  which  is  decidedly  exhilarating." — Daily  News. 

"A  warm  welcome  may  be  presaged  for  General  Maxwell's  new  work.  His 
chatty  volume  carries  on  its  story  to  the  end  of  1870.  He  takes  the  reader  along 
with  him  to  Turkey  and  the  Crimea,  India  and  the  Cashmere,  giving  sketches  of 
the  soldiers'  life  in  travel  and  camp,  and  telling  in  a  pleasant  way  stories  and  in- 
cidents such  as  Othello  might  have  recounted  in  his  love-making.  It  is  an  emi- 
nently readable  book  quite  apart  from  the  special  attraction  it  must  pos.sess  for 
all  who  are,  or  who  have  been,  connected  with  the  gallant  88th." — Daily  lelegraph. 

COURT  LIFE  BELOW    STAIRS;    or,    London 

UNDER  THE  FiRST  Georges,  1714 — 17G0.  By  J.  Fitzgerald 
MoLLOT.     Second  Edition.     2  vols,  crown  Svo.     21s. 

"Mr.  MoUoy's  pages  contain  abundance  of  amusing  anecdote.  He  writes  in  a 
brisk  and  fluent  style." — Athemeum. 

"  Mr.  MoUoy  has  found  a  subject  congenial  to  his  taste  and  fitting  to  his  lively 
and  facile  pen.  His  amusing  gossip  will  be  found  very  pleasant  and  easy  reading." 
— Daily  News. 

"These  two  volumes  are  very  pleasant  reading.  Mr.  Molloy  has  much  to  say, 
and  says  it  in  a  witty  and  pleasant  manner;  nor  does  he  forget  the  men  and  wo- 
men, poets,  authors,  and  playwrights  who  made  the  reign  of  the  first  Georges  the 
most  brilliant  literary  epoch  since  the  days  of  Elizabeth.  The  anecdotes  of  Pope 
and  Addison,  Swift  and  Steele,  Colley  Cibber,  Gay,  Congreve,  Susanna  Centlivre, 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  and  others,  are  all  interesting." — Sunday  Times. 

"Well  written,  full  of  anecdotes,  and  with  its  facts  admirably  grouped,  this  ex- 
cellent work  will  prove  of  the  greatest  value  to  all  who  desire  to  know  what  man- 
ner of  men  the  first  Electors  of  Hanover  who  came  here  really  were.  Pictures  of 
Court  life  so  drawn  cannot  fail  to  be  very  instructive.  Some  of  the  word  pictures 
are  wonderfully  well  drawn." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"This  amusing  book  is  certain  to  be  widely  read,  and  to  afford  instruction  and 
amusement.  No  truer  or  more  vivid  picture  of  the  last  century  has  been  written." 
— Morning  Post. 

"  These  volumes  recall  scenes  and  anecdotes  which  will  long  continue  to  amuse 
those  who  read  only  for  amusement.  The  description  of  the  Drawiug-Room  at  St. 
James's  is  written  in  a  very  graphic  and  vivacious  manner,  and  contains  many 
good  stories  about  lords  and  ladies  which  are  neatly  and  effectively  put  together." 
— St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  Mr.  Molloy  produces  some  curious  anecdotes  which  have  not  before  appeared 
in  print,  and  he  is  always  lively." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

GRIFFIN,  AHOY !   A  Yacht  Cruise  to  the  Levant. 

and  Wanderings  in  Egypt,  Stria,  The  Holy  Land,  Greece,  and 
Italy  in  1881.     By  General  E.  H.  Maxwell,  C.B.     One  vol. 
demy  Svo.     With  Illustrations.     15s. 
"  The  cruise  of  the  Grijfin  affords  bright  and  amusing  reading  from  its  beginning 
to  its  end.    General  Maxwell  writes  in  a  frank  and  easy  style — Morning  Post. 

"General  Maxwell  writes  with  a  facile  and  seductive  pen,  and  in  his  chapter  on 
the  Lebanon  and  anti-Lebanon  he  touches  on  comparatively  unknown  regions, 
where  it  is  instructive  as  well  as  pleasurable  to  follow  him.'' — Daily  Telegraph 


MESSRS.  HURST    AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW   'WO?vKS—Cont{7iued. 


HISTORY  OF  TWO  QUEENS:     CATHARINE 

OF  ARAGON  and  ANNE  BOLEYN.  By  "W.  Hepworth  Dixon. 
Second  Edition.     Vols.  1  &  2.    Demy  8yo.    30s. 

"In  two  handsome  volumes  Mr.  Dixon  here  gives  us  the  first  instalment  of  a 
new  historical  work  on  a  most  attractive  subject.  The  book  is  in  many  respects  a 
favourable   specimen  of  Mr.   Dixon's  powers.    It  is   the  most  painstaking  and 

elaborate  that  he  has  yet  written On  the  whole,  we  may  say  that  the  book 

is  one  which  will  sustain  the  reputation  of  its  author  as  a  writer  of  great  power 
and  versatility,  that  it  gives  a  new  aspect  to  many  an  old  subject,  and  presents  in 

a  very  striking  light  some  of  the  most  recent  discoveries  in  English  history." 

Athenxum. 

"  In  these  volumes  the  author  exhibits  in  a  signal  manner  his  special  powers 
and  finest  endowments.  It  is  obvious  that  the  historian  has  been  at  especial  paina 
to  justify  his  reputation,  to  strengthen  his  hold  upon  the  learned,  and  also  to 
extend  his  sway  over  the  many  who  prize  an  attractive  style  and  interesting  narra- 
tive more  highly  than  laborious  research  and  philosophic  insight." — Morning  Post. 

"  The  thanks  of  all  students  of  English  history  are  due  to  Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon 
for  his  clever  and  original  work,  '  History  of  two  Queens.'  The  book  is  a  valuable 
contribution  to  English  history." — Daily  News. 

VOLS.  III.  &  IV.  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  TWO 

QUEENS :  CATHARINE  OF  ARAGON  and  ANNE  BOLEYN. 
By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon.  Second  Edition.  Demy  8vo.  Price  30s. 
Completing  the  Work, 

"  These  concluding  volumes  of  Mr.  Dixon's  '  History  of  two  Queens  '  will  be  per- 
used with  keen  interest  by  thousands  of  readers.  Whilst  no  less  valuable  to  the 
student,  they  will  be  far  more  enthralling  to  the  general  reader  than  the  earlier 
half  of  the  history.  Every  page  of  what  may  be  termed  Anne  Boleyn's  story  affords 
a  happy  illustration  of  the  author's  vivid  and  picturesque  style.  The  work  should 
be  found  in  every  library." — Post. 

HISTORY    OF    WILLIAM    PENN,   Founder   of 

Pennsylvania.  By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon._  A  New  Library  Edition 
1  vol.  demy  8vo.     With  Portrait.     12s. 

"  Mr.  Dixon's  '  "William  Penn '  is,  perhaps,  the  best  of  his  books.  He  has  now  re- 
vised and  isvsued  it  with  the  addition  of  much  fresh  matter.  It  is  now  offered  in  a 
sumptuous  volume,  matching  with  Mr.  Dixon's  recent  books,  to  a  new  generation  of 
readers,  who  will  thank  Mr.  Dixon  for  his  interesting  and  instructive  memoir  of 
one  of  the  worthies  of  England." — Examiner. 

VOLS.  III.  &  IV.  OF  HER  MAJESTY'S  TOWER 

By  W.  HEPWORTH  DIXON.  DEDICATED  BY  EXPRESS 
PERMISSION  TO  THE  QUEEN.  Completing  the  Work.  Tldrd 
Edition.    Demy  Ovo.    SOs. 

FREE  RUSSIA.  By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon.    Third 

Edition.    2  vols.  8vo.     With  Coloured  Illustrations.     30s. 
"  Mr.  Dixon's  book  will  be  certain  not  only  to  interest  but  to  please  its  readers 
and  It  deserves  to  do  so.    It  contains  a  great  deal  that  is  worthy  of  attention  and 
is  likely  to  produce  a  very  useful  eSBCt."— Saturday  Review. 

THE    SWITZERS.      By  W.  Hepworth  Dixon. 

Third  Edition.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     15s. 

"A  lively,  interesting,  and  altogether  novel  book  on  Switzerland.  It  is  full  of 
valuable  information  on  social,  political,  and  ecclesiastical  questions  .and,  like  all 
Mr.  Di\ons  books,  is  eminently  readable."— Z^ai/i/  Keics. 


MESSRS.    HUHST    AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW    W OUKS— Continued. 


OUE  HOLIDAY  IN  THE  EAST.   By  Mrs.  George 

SmtNER.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  G.  H.  Sumxer,  Hon.  Canon  of  Winches- 
ter, Rector  of  Old  Alresford,  Hants.     Second  and  Cheaper  Edi- 
tion.    One  vol.  crown  8vo.     With  Illustrations.     Gs.  bound. 
"'Our  Holiday  in  the  East '  may  take  its  place  among  the   earnest  and  able 
books  recording  personal  travel  and  impre^iRions  in  those  lands  which  are   conse- 
crated to  us  by  their  identification  with  Bible  history." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"A  most  charming  narrative  of  a  tour  in  the  East  amongst  scenes  of  the  deep- 
est interest  to  the  Christian.  No  one  can  rise  from  the  perusal  of  this  fascinating 
volume  without  the  pleasant  conviction  of  having  obtained  much  valuable  aid  for 
the  study  of  the  inspired  narrative  of  Our  Blessed  Lord's  life." — Record. 

LIFE  IN  WESTERN  INDIA.     By  Mrs.  Guthrie, 

Author  of  "  Through  Russia,"  "  My  Year  in  an  Indian  Fort,"  &c. 

2  vols,  crown  8vo.  With  Illustrations.  21s. 
"This  is  a  remarkable  book,  for  the  variety  and  brilliance  of  fhe  pictures  which 
it  sets  before  us.  Mrs.  Guthrie  is  no  ordinary  observer.  She  notes  with  a  keen 
interest  the  life  and  character  of  the  native  population.  Altogether  this  is  a 
charming  book,  in  which  we  can  find  no  fault,  except  it  be  an  embarrassing  rich- 
ness of  matter  which  makes  us  feel  that  we  have  given  no  idea  of  it  to  our 
readers;  we  can  only  say.  Let. them  judge  for  themselves." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

PLAIN  SPEAKING.    By  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 

Gentleman."     1  vol.  crown  8vo.     10s.  6d. 
"We  recommend  'Plain  Speaking'  to  all  who  like  amusing,  wholesome,  and 
instructive  reading.     The  contents  of  Mrs.  Craik's  volume  are  of  the  most  multi- 
farious kind,  but  all  the  papers  are  good  and  readable,  and  one  at  least  of  them 
of  real  importance." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

MY    JOURNEY    ROUND    THE    WORLD,    via 

Ceylon,  New  Zealand,  Australia,  Torres  Straits,  CmNA, 
Japan,  and  the  United  States.  By  Captain  S.  H.  Jones-Parry, 
late  102nd  Royal  Madras  Fusileers.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     21s. 

"  A  very  pleasant  book  of  travel,  well  worth  reading." — Spectator. 

"It  is  pleasant  to  follow  Captain  Jones-Parry  on  his  journey  round  the  vvorld. 
He  is  full  of  life,  sparkle,  sunlight,  and  anecdote." — Graphic. 

'A  readable  book,  light,  pleasant,  and  chatty." — Globe. 

A  VISIT  TO  ABYSSINIA ;  an  Account  of  Travel 

IN  Modern  Ethiopia.    By  W.  Winstanley,  late  4th  (Queen's  Own) 

Hussars.     2  vols,  crown    8vo.     21s. 
"A  capital  record  of  travels,  cast  in  a  popular  mould.     The  narrative  is  written 
in  a  lively  and  entertaining  style." — Athen;eum. 

MY  OLD  PLAYGROUND  REVISITED  ;  A  Tour 

IN  Italy  in  the  Spring  of  1881.     By  Benjamin  E.  Kennedy.     1 

vol.  crown  8vo.     Witli  Illustrations,  by  the  Author.     6s. 
"'My  Old  Playground  Revisited'  will  repay  perusal.    It  is  written  with  the 
■ease  that  comes  of  long  experience." — Graphic. 

PRINCE     CHARLES     AND     THE     SPANISH 

Marrlvge:    a  Chapter  of  English  History,  1617  to  1623;  from 
Unpublished  Documents  in  the  Archives  of  Siuiancas,  Venice,  and 
Brussels.     By  Samuel  Rawson  Gardiner.     2  vols.  8vo.     SOs. 
"For  the  first  time  in  cm-  literature  the  real  history  of  the  Spanish  match,  and 
what  took  place  when  Charles  and  Buckingham  were  at  Madrid,  is  here  revealed. 
Mr.  Gardiner  has  brought  to  bear  upon  his  subject  an  amount  of  historical  read- 
ing and  consultation  of  authorities  which  we  believe  to  be  almost  without  a 
parallel." — JVoies  and  Queries. 

"These  valuable  volumes  are  profoundly  and  vividly  interesting."— Telegraph. 
"Mr.  Gardiner  has  given  us  a  more  complete  and  perfect  account  of  this  inter- 
■esting  period  of  our  history  than  any  which  has  yet  appeared."— Otiert'er. 


MESSRS.   HURST   AND    BLACKETT'S 
NEW  WORKS— Co7itinuecL 


MONSIEUR   GUIZOT  in  Private  Life  (1787- 

1874).     By  His  Daughter,  Madame  de  Witt.     Translated  by  Mrs. 
Simpson.     1  vol.  demy  8vo.     158. 

"  Madame  de  Witt  has  done  justice  to  her  fathers  memory  in  an  admirable  re- 
cord of  his  life.  Mrs.  Simpson's  translation  of  this  singularly  Interesting  book  is 
in  accuracy  and  grace  worthy  of  the  original  and  of  the  subject." — Saturday  Revieic. 

"This  book  was  well  worth  translating.  Mrs.  Simpson  has  written  excellent 
English,  while  preserving  the  spirit  of  the  French." — The  Times. 

"  We  cannot  but  feel  grateful  for  the  picture  that  Mme.  de  Witt  has  given  us  of 
her  father  in  his  home.  It  is  a  work  for  which  no  one  can  be  better  qualified  than 
a  daughter  who  thoroughly  understood  and  sympathised  with  him." — Guardian. 

"  M.  Guizot  stands  out  in  the  pages  of  his  daughter's  excellent  biography  a  dis- 
tinct and  life-like  figure.  He  is  made  to  speak  to  us  in  his  own  perr..3j.  The  best 
part  of  the  book  consists  of  a  number  of  his  letters,  in  which  he  freely  unfolds  his 
feelings  and  opinions,  and  draws  with  unconscious  boldness  the  outlines  of  his 
forcible  and  striking  character." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

WORDS    OF    HOPE    AND     COMFORT     TO 

THOSE  IN  SORROW.    Dedicated  by  Permission  to  The  Queen. 
Fourth  Edition.      1  vol.  small  4to.     5s.  bound. 

"These  letters,  the  work  of  a  pure  and  devout  spirit,  deserve  to  find  many 
readers.  They  are  greatly  superior  to  the  average  of  what  is  called  religious 
literature." — Athenceum. 

"The  writer  of  the  tenderly-conceived  letters  in  this  volume  was  Mrs.  Julius 
Hare,  a  sister  of  Mr.  Mam-ice.  They  are  instinct  with  the  devout  submissiveness 
and  fine  sympathy  which  we  associate  with  the  name  of  Maurice;  but  in  her  there 
is  added  a  winningness  of  tact,  and  sometimes,  too,  a  directness  of  language,  which 
we  hardly  find  even  in  the  brother.  The  letters  were  privately  printed  and  circu- 
lated, and  were  found  to  be  the  source  of  much  comfort,  which  they  cannot  fail 
to  afford  now  to  a  wide  circle.  A  sweetly-conceived  memorial  poem,  bearing 
the  well-known  initials,  'E.  H.  P.',  gives  a  very  faithful  outline  of  the  life." — British 
Quarterly  Review. 

"  This  touching  and  most  comforting  work  is  dedicated  to  The  Queen,  who  took 
a  gracious  interest  in  its  first  appearance,  when  printed  for  private  circulation,  and 
found  comfort  in  its  pages,  and  has  now  commanded  its  publication,  that  the 
world  in  general  may  profit  by  it.  A  more  practical  and  heart-stirring  appeal  to 
the  afflicted  we  have  never  examined." — Standard. 

"These  letters  are  exceptionally  graceful  and  touching,  and  maybe  read  vrith 
profit."— (7?-a;)/i(e. 

LIFE  OF  MOSCHELES ;  with  Selections  from 

HIS    DIARIES   AND    CORRESPONDENCE.      By    His  Wife. 
2  vols,  large  post  Svo.     With  Portrait.     24s. 

"This  life  of  Bloscheles  will  be  a  valuable  book  of  reference  for  the  musical  his- 
torian, for  the  contents  extend  over  a  period  of  threescore  years,  commencing  with 
1794,  and  ending  at  1870.  We  need  scarcely  state  that  all  the  portions  of  Mosche- 
les'  diary  which  refer  to  his  intercourse  with  Beethoven,  Hummel,  Weber,  Czemy, 
Spontini,  Rossini,  Auber,  Haldvy,  Schumann,  Cherubini,  Spohr,  Mendelssohn,  F. 
David,  Chopin,  J  B.  Cramer.  Clementi,  John  Field,  Habeneck,  Hauptmann,  Kalk- 
brenner,  Kiesewetter,  O.  Klingemann,  Lablache,  Dragonetti,  Sontag,  Persian!, 
Malibran,  Paganini,  Eachel,  Bonzi  de  Begnis,  De  Beriot,  Ernst,  Donzelli,  Cinti- 
Damoreau,  Chelard,  Bochsa,  Laporte,  Charles  Kemble,  Schrcider-Devrient,  Mrs. 
Siddons,  Sir  H.  Bishop,  Sir  G.  Smart,  Staudigl,  Thalberg,  Berlioz,  Velluti,  0. 
Toung,  Balfe,  Braham,  and  many  other  artists  of  note  in  their  time,  will  recall  a 
flood  of  recollections.  Moscheles  writes  fairly  of  what  is  called  the  '  Music  of  the 
Future,'  and  his  judgments  on  Herr  Wagner,  Dr.  Liszt,  Kubenstein,  Dr.  von  Billow, 
Litolff,  &c.,  whether  as  composers  or  executants,  are  in  a  liberal  spirit.  He  re- 
cognizes cheerfully  the  talents  of  our  native  artists:  Sir  S.  Bennett,  Mr.  Mac- 
farren,  Madame  Goddard,  Mr.  J.  Bamett,  Mr.  HuUah,  Sir.  A.  Sullivan,  &c.  Tha 
volumes  are  full  of  amusing  anecdotes." — Athenxum. 


MESSRS.    HURST   AND    BLACKETT'S 

NEW   WOUKS—Co7iti7iued. 


A  YOUNG  SQUIRE  OF  THE  SEVENTEENTH 

CENTURY,  from  tho  Papers  of  Christopher  Jeaffreson,  of  Dul- 
lingham  House,  Cambridgeshire.   Edited  by  John  Cordt  Jeaffre- 
son, Author  of  "A  Book  about  Doctors,"  &c.   2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 
"Two  agreeable  and  important  volumes.     They  deserve  to  be  placed  on  library- 
shelves  with  Pepys,  Evelyn,  and  Keresby.     The  Jeaffresou  letters  add  very  much 
to  our  knowledge  of  other  people,  and  of  other  acts  than  those  recorded  by  Pepys, 
Evelyn,  and  Reresby,  and  are  pleasantly  supplementary  in  sketches  of  contempor- 
aneous men  and  manners." — JVotes  and  Queries. 

MY  YOUTH,  BY  SEA  AND  LAND,  from  1809  to 
1816.  By  Charles  Loftus,  formerly  of  the  Koyal  Navy, 
late  of  the  Coldstream  Guards.      2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 

"Major  Loftus  played  the  part  allotted  to  him  with  honour  and  ability,  and  he 
relates  the  story  of  his  life  with  spirit  and  vigour.  Some  of  his  sea  stories  are  as 
laughable  as  anything  in  '  Peter  Simple,'  while  his  adventures  on  shore  remind  us 
of  Charles  Lever  in  his  freshest  days.  A  more  genial,  pleasant,  wholesome  book 
we  have  not  often  read." — Standard. 

MY  LIFE,  FROM  1815  to  1849.   By  Charles  Loftus, 

Author  of  "  My  Youth  by  Sea  and  Land."    2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 

"The  praise  which  the  Athenceum  gave  to  the  first  portion  of  Major  Loftus's 

work,  may  be  fairly  awarded  to  the  second.     These  reminiscences  are  pleasantly 

told.    There  is  a  cheeriness  about  them  which  qommuuicates  itself  to  the  reader." 

— .1  therueum. 

A  CHRISTIAN  WOMAN ;  Being  the  Life  of  Ma- 

DAME  Jules  Mallet,  ne'e  Oberkampp.  By  Madame  de  Witt,  -nee 
GuizoT.  Translated  by  ]\Ir3.  H.  N.  Goodhart.  With  a  Preface 
by  the  Author  of  "John  Halifax."     Foolscap  8vo.     5s. 

"A  work  of  great  interest,  and  full  of  noble  inspiration." — Brit.  Quarterly  Review. 

"  The  story  of  the  life  and  labour  of  the  good  woman  here  commemorated  has 
much  to  interest  readers  on  both  sides  of  the  Channel." — John  Bull. 

A  LEGACY :  Being  the  Life  and  Eemains  of  John 

Martin,  Schoolmaster   and  Poet.     Written    and   Edited   by  the 

Author  of  "  John  Halifax."  2  vols,  crown  8vo.  With  Portrait.  2Is. 

"A  remarkable  book.      It  records  the  life,  work,  aspirations,  and  death  of  a 

schoolmaster  and  poet,  of  lowly  birth  but  ambitious  soul.     His  writings  brim  with 

vivid  thought,  touches  of  poetic  sentiment,  and  trenchant  criticism  of  men  and 

books,  expressed  in  scholarly  language." — Guardian. 

THE  VILLAGE  OF  PALACES ;  or,  Chronicles  of 

Chelsea.    By  the  Rev.  A.  G.  L'Estrange.    2  vols,  crown  8vo.    21s. 
"  Mr.  L'Estrange  has  much  to  tell  of  the  various  public  institutions  associated 
with  Chelsea.     Altogether  his  volumes  show  some  out-of-the-way  research,  and 
are  written  in  a  lively  and  gossippiug  style." — Tlie  Times. 

COSITAS  ESPANOLAS ;  or,  Every-day  Life  in 

Spain.    By  Mrs.  Harvey,  of  Ickwell-Bury.  2nd  Edition.  8vo.  15s. 
"A  charming  book;  fresh,  lively,  and  amusing."— .V(ir«iHr/  Post. 

MEMOIRS  OF  QUEEN  HORTENSE,  MOTHER 

OF  NAPOLEON  III.     Cheaper  Edition,  in  1  vol.     6s. 
"  A  biography  of  the  beautiful  and  unhappy  Qiaeen,  more  satisfactory  than  any 
we  have  yet  met  with." — Daily  News. 


WOEKS    BY  VAPJOUS   AUTHORS. 


WOEKS  BY  THE  AtlTHOE  OF  'JOHN  HALIFAX.' 

Eaci  ia  One  Volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5s. 


JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

A  woman's  thoughts 

ABOUT  WOJIEN. 
A  LIFE  FOR  A  LIFE. 
NOTHING  NEW. 
MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 
THE  woman's  KINGDOJI. 


christian's  MISTAKE. 

A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

HANNAH. 

THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

A  BRAVE  LADY. 

STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

YOUNG  MRS.  JARDINE. 


WOEKS  BY  THE  ATJTHOE  OF  'SAM  SLICK.' 

Each  in  One  Volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5b. 


NATURE  AND  HUMAN 

NATURE. 
WISE  SAWS  AND  MODERN 

INSTANCES. 


THE  OLD  JUDGE  ;   OR,  LIFE 

IN  A  COLONY. 
TRAITS  OF  AMERICAN 

HUMOUR. 


THE  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 


WOEKS  BY  MES.  OLIPHANT. 

Each  in  One  Volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5s. 


ADAM  GRAEME. 

THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW. 

AGNES. 


THE  LIFE  OF  THE  REV. 

EDWARD  IRVING. 
A  ROSE  IN  JUNE. 


PHCEBE,  JUNIOR. 


WOEKS  BY  GEOEGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

Each  in  One  Volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5s. 


DAVID  ELGINBROD. 
ROBERT  FALCONER. 


ALEC  FORBES. 
SIR  GIBBIE. 
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Published  annually,  in   One   Vol.,  royal  8vo,  with  the  Arms  beautifully 
engraved,  handsomely  bound,  with  gilt  edges,  price  31s.  Qd. 

LODGERS     PEERAGE 

AND  BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED    BY   THE    NOBILITY. 


THE  FIFTY-SECOND  EDITION  FOR  1883  IS  NOW  READY. 

Lodge's  Peerage  and  Bakonetage  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  most 
complete,  as  well  as  the  most  elegant,  work  of  the  kind.  As  an  esta- 
blished and  authentic  authority  on  all  questions  respecting  the  family 
histories,  honours,  and  connections  of  the  titled  aristocracy,  no  work  has 
ever  stood  so  high.  It  is  published  under  the  especial  patronage  of  Her 
Majesty,  and  is  annually  corrected  throughout,  from  the  personal  com- 
munications of  the  Nobility.  It  is  the  only  work  of  its  class  in  which,  the 
type  being  kept  constantly  standing,  every  correction  is  made  in  its  proper 
place  to  the  date  of  publication,  an  advantage  which  gives  it  supremacy 
over  all  its  competitors.  Independently  of  its  full  and  authentic  informa- 
tion respecting  the  existing  Peers  and  Baronets  of  the  realm,  the  most 
sedulous  attention  is  given  in  its  pages  to  the  collateral  branches  of  the 
various  noble  families,  and  the  names  of  many  thousand  individuals  are 
introduced,  which  do  not  appear  in  other  records  of  the  titled  classes.  For 
its  authority,  correctness,  and  facility  of  arrangement,  and  the  beauty  of 
its  typography  and  binding,  the  work  is  justly  entitled  to  the  place  it 
occupies  on  the  tables  of  Her  Majesty  and  the  Nobility. 

LIST  OF  THE  PRINCIPAL  CONTENTS. 


Historical  View  of  the  Peerage. 

Parliamentary  Eoll  of  the  House  of  Lords. 

English,  Scotch,  and  Irish  Peers,  in  their 
orders  of  Precedence. 

Alphabetical  List  of  Peers  of  Great  Britain 
and  the  United  Kingdom,  holding  supe- 
rior rank  in  the  Scotch  or  Irish  Peerage. 

Alphabetical  list  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
holding  superior  titles  in  the  Peerage  of 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  Kingdom. 

A  Collective  list  of  Peers,  in  their  order  of 
Precedence. 

Table  of  Precedency  among  Men. 

Table  of  Precedency  among  Women. 

The  Queen  and  the  Royal  Family. 

Peers  of  the  Blood  BoyaL 

The  Peerage,  alphabetically  arranged. 

Families  of  such  Extinct  Peers  as  have  left 
Widows  or  Issue. 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Surnames  of  all  the 
Peers. 


The  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  England 
and  Ireland. 

The  Baronetage  alphabetically  arranged. 

Alphabetical  List  of  Surnames  assumed  by 
members  of  Noble  Families. 

Alphabetical  List  of  the  Second  Titles  of 
Peers,  usually  borne  by  their  Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Dukes,  Marquises,  and  Earls,  who,  hav- 
ing married  Commoners,  retain  the  title 
of  Lady  before  their  own  Christian  and 
their  Husband's  Surnames. 

Alphabetical  Index  to  the  Daughters  of 
Viscounts  and  Barons,  who,  having 
married  Commoners,  are  styled  Honour- 
able Mrs. ;  and,  in  case  of  the  husband 
being  a  Baronet  or  Knight,  Hon.  Lady. 

A  List  of  the  Orders  of  Knighthood. 

Mottoes  alphabetically  arranged  and  trans- 
lated. 


"This  work  is  the  most  perfect  and  elaborate  record  of  the  living  and  recently  de- 
ceased members  of  the  Peerage  of  the  Three  Kingdoms  as  it  stands  at  this  day.  It  is 
a  most  useful  publication.  We  are  happy  to  bear  testimony  to  the  fact  that  scrupulous 
accuracy  is  a  distinguishing  feature  of  this  book." — Times. 

"Lodge's  Peerage  must  supersede  all  other  works  of  the  kind,  for  two  reasons:  first,  it 
is  on  a  better  plan ;  and  secondly,  it  is  better  executed.  We  can  safely  pronounce  it  to  be 
the  readiest,  the  most  useful,  and  exactest  of  modern  works  on  the  subject."— .Spectator. 

"  A  work  of  great  value.  It  is  the  most  faithful  record  we  possess  of  the  aristo- 
cracy of  the  day." — Post. 

"  The  best  existing,  and,  we  believe,  the  best  possible  Peerage.  It  is  the  standard 
authority  on  the  subject." — Standard. 
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nURST  &  BIACIETT'S  STANDARD  LIBRARY 

OF  CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

POPULAR    MODERN    WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED  BY  SIK  J.  GILBERT,   MILLAIS,   HUNT,  LEECH,  FOSTER, 
POYNTER,  TENNIEL,  SANDYS,  HUGHES,  SAMBOURNE,  &C. 

Each  in  a  Single  Volume,  elegantly  printed,  bound,  and  illustrated,  price  5s. 
1.  SAM  SLICK'S  NATUEE  AND  HUMAN  NATUEE. 

"The  first  volume  of  Messrs.  Hurst  and  Blackett's  Standard  Library  of  Cheap  Editioua 
forms  a  very  good  beginning  to  what  will  doubtless  be  a  very  successful  undertaking. 
'  Nature  and  Human  Nature' is  one  of  the  best  of  Sam  Slick's  witty  and  humorous 
productions,  and  is  well  entitled  to  the  large  circulation  which  it  cannot  faU  to  obtain 
in  its  present  convenient  and  cheap  shape.  The  volume  combines  with  the  great  recom- 
mendations of  a  clear,  bold  type,  and  good  paper,  the  lesser  but  attractive  merits  of 
being  well  illustrated  and  elegantly  bound." — Post. 

2.  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

"This  is  a  very  good  and  a  very  interesting  work.  It  is  designed  to  trace  the  career 
from  boyhood  to  age  of  a  perfect  man — a  Christian  gentleman;  and  it  abounds  in  inci- 
dent both  well  and  highly  wrought.  Throughout  it  is  conceived  in  a  high  spirit,  and 
written  with  great  ability.  This  cheap  and  handsome  new  edition  is  worthy  to  pass 
freely  from  hand  to  hand  as  a  gift  book  in  many  households." — Examiner. 

3.  THE  CEESCENT  AND  THE  CEOSS. 

BY  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 
"  Independent  of  its  value  as  an  original  narrative,  and  its  useful  and  interesting 
information,  this  work  is  remarkable  for  the  colouring  power  and  play  of  fancy  with 
which  its  descriptions  are  enlivened.    Among  its  greatest  and  most  lasting  charms  is 
its  reverent  and  serious  spirit." — Quarterly  Eevieic. 

4.  NATHALIE.    By  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

" '  Nathalie'  is  Miss  Kavanagh's  best  imaginative  effort.  Its  manner  is  gracious  and 
attractive.    Its  matter  is  good." — Athenxum. 

5.  A  WOMAN'S  THOUGHTS  ABOUT  WOMEN. 

BY    THE  AUTHOR  OF   "JOHN  HALIFAX,   GENTLEMAN." 
"A  book  of  sound  counsel.    It  is  one  of  the  most  sensible  works  of  its  kind,  well- 
written,  true-hearted,  and  altogether  practical.    Whoever  wishes  to  give  advice  to  a 
young  lady  may  thank  the  author  for  moans  of  doing  so." — Examiner. 

6.  ADAM  GEAEME.    By  MES.  OLIPHANT. 

"A  story  awakening  genuine  emotions  of  interest  and  delight  by  its  admirable  pic- 
tures of  Scottish  life  and  scenery.  The  author  sets  before  us  the  essential  attributes  of 
Christian  virtue,  with  a  delicacy,  power,  and  truth  which  can  hardly  be  surpas3ed."-/'os<. 

7.  SAM  SLICK'S  WISE  SAWS  &  MODEEN  INSTANCES. 

"The  reputation  of  this  book  will  stand  as  long  as  that  of  Scott's  or  Bulwer's  Novels. 
Its  remarkable  originality  and  happy  descriptions  of  American  life  still  continue  the 
subject  of  universal  admiration." — Messenger. 

8.  CAEDINAL  WISEMAN'S  EECOLLECTIONS  OF 
THE  LAST  FOUE  POPES. 

"  A  picturesque  book  on  Rome  and  its  ecclesiastical  sovereigns,  by  an  eloquent  Roman 
Catholic.  Cardinal  Wiseman  has  treated  a^pecial  subject  with  so  much  geniality,  that 
his  recollections  will  excite  no  ill-feeling  in  those  who  are  most  conscientiously  opposed 
to  every  idea  of  human  infallibility  represented  in  Papal  domination." — Athenxum. 

9.  A  LIFE  FOE  A  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"In  'A  Life  for  a  Life '  the  author  is  fortunate  in  a  good  subject,  and  has  produced  a 
work  of  strong  effect" — Athenseum. 

10.  THE  OLD  COUET  SUBUEB.     By  LEIGH  HUNT. 

"A  delightful  book,  that  will  be  welcome  to  all  readers,  and  most  welcome  to  those 
who  have  a  love  for  the  best  kinds  of  reading." — Examiner. 
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11.  MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS. 

"We  recommend  all  who  are  in  search  of  a  fascinating  novel  to  read  this  work  for 
themselves.  They  will  find  it  well  worth  their  while.  There  are  a  freshness  and  ori- 
ginality about  it  quite  charming." — Athenieum. 

12.  THE  OLD  JUDGE.     By  SAM  SLICK. 

"The  publications  included  in  this  Library  have  all  been  of  good  quality ;  many  give 
information  while  they  entertain,  and  of  that  class  the  book  before  ua  is  a  specimen. 
The  manner  in  which  the  Cheap  Editions  foi-ming  the  series  is  produced,  deserves 
especial  mention.  The  paper  and  print  are  unexceptionable ;  there  is  a  steel  engraving 
in  each  volume,  and  the  outsides  of  them  will  satisfy  the  purchaser  who  likes  to  see 
books  in  handsome  uniform." — Examiner. 

13.  DARIEN.     By  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"This  last  production  of  the  author  of  'The  Crescent  and  the  Cross 'has  the  same 
elements  of  a  very  wide  popularity.    It  will  please  its  thousands." — Olohe. 

14.  FAMILY  ROMANCE. 

BY  SIR  BERNARD  BURKE,  ULSTER  KING  OF  ARMS. 
"It  were  impossible  to  praise  too  highly  this  most  interesting  'bod^'"— Standard. 

15.  THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT 

"The  'Laird  of  Norlaw'  fully  sustains  the  author's  high  reputation."— Sundai/  Times 

16.  THE  ENGLISHWOMAN  IN  ITALY. 

"Mrs.  Qretton's  book  is  Interesting,  and  full  of  opportune  instruction." — Times. 

17.  NOTHING  NEW. 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  'Nothing  New '  displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made  'John  Halifas 
one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day." — Post. 

18.  FREER'S  LIFE  OF  JEANNE  D'ALBRET. 

"Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  than  Miss  Freer's  story  of  the  Hfe  of  Jeanne 
D'Albret,  and  the  narrative  is  as  trustworthy  as  it  is  attractive." — Post. 

19.  THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS." 
"If  asked  to  classify  this  work,  we  should  give  it  a  place  between  'John  Halifas  'and 
The  Caxtons.'" — Standard. 

20.  THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FORUM. 

,  BY  PETER  BURKE,  SERGEANT  AT  LAW. 
"  A  work  of  singular  interest,  which  can  never  fail  to  chsxm.''— Illustrated  Neios. 

21.  ADELE.     By  JULIA  KAVANAGH. 

'"  Adele  '  is  the  best  work  we  have  read  by  Miss  Kavanagh ;  it  is  a  charming  story, 
full  of  delicate  character-painting." — Athenxum. 

22.  STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"These  'Studies  from  Life  '  are  remarkable  for  graphic  power  and  observation.    The 
book  will  not  diminish  the  reputation  of  the  accomplished  a.\xttiOT."— Saturday  Review. 

23.  GRANDMOTHER'S  MONEY. 

"  "We  commend  Grandmother's  Money '  to  readers  in  search  of  a  good  novel.  The 
characters  are  true  to  human  nature,  and  the  story  is  iniQV&stmg."— Athenxum. 

24.  A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOCTORS.   By  J.  C.  JEAFFRESON. 

"A  delightful  book."— 4<Acwa;«m.  "  A  book  to  be  read  and  re-read;  fit  forthestudy 
as  well  as  the  drawing-room  table  and  the  circulating  library." — Lancet. 
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25.  NO  CHUKCH. 

"We  advise  all  who  have  the  opportunity  to  read  this  book." — AtJtenseum. 

26.  MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"  A  good  wholesome  book,  gracefully  written,  and  as  pleasant  to  read  as  it  is  instruc- 
tive."— Athenceum.    "  A  charming  tale  charmingly  told." — Standard. 

27.  LOST  AND  SAVED.     By  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

" '  Lost  and  Saved '  will  be  read  with  eager  interest.    It  is  a  vigorous  novel" — Times. 
"A  novel  of  rare  excellence.    It  is  Mrs.  Norton's  best  prose  wov'k,"— Examiner. 

28.  LES  MISERABLES.     By  VICTOR  HUGO. 

AUTHORISED  COPYRIGHT  ENGLISH  TRANSLATION. 

"The  merits  of  'Les  Miserables'  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception  of  it  as  a 
whole ;  it  abounds  with  details  of  unequalled  beauty.  M.Victor  Hugo  has  stamped  upon 
every  page  the  hall-mark  of  genius." — Quarterly  Review. 

29.  BARBARA'S  HISTORY.     By  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"  It  is  not  often  that  we  light  upon  a  novel  of  so  much  merit  and  interest  as  '  Barbara's 
History.'  It  is  a  work  conspicuous  for  taste  and  literary  culture.  It  is  a  very  graceful 
and  charming  book,  with  a  well-managed  story,  clearly-cut  characters,  and  sentiments 
expressed  with  an  exquisite  elocution.    It  is  a  book  which  the  world  will  like." Times. 

30.  LIFE  OF  THE  REV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
"  A  good  book  on  a  most  interesting  theme." — Times. 

"  A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  Irving's  Life  ought  to  have  a  niche 
In  every  gallery  of  rehgious  biography." — Saturday  Review. 

31.  ST.  OLAVE'S. 

"  This  charming  novel  is  the  work  of  one  who  possesses  a  great  talent  for  writing,  as 
well  as  experience  and  knowledge  of  the  world.  '—Athenoium. 

32.  SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICAN  HUMOUR. 

"Dip  where  you  will  into  this  lottery  of  fun,  you  are  sure  to  draw  out  a  pnzo."—Posl. 

33.  CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  more  charming  story  has  rarely  been  written.  Even  if  tried  by  the  standard  of 
the  Archbishop  of  York,  we  should  expect  that  even  he  would  pronounce 'Christian's 
Mistake'  a  novel  without  a  fault." — Times. 

34.  ALEC  FORBES.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

"  No  account  of  this  story  would  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  interest  that  pervades 
the  work  from  the  first  page  to  the  last^" — Athen^um. 

35.  AGNES.     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

" '  Agnes '  is  a  novel  superior  to  any  of  Mrs.  Oliphant's  former  works." — Athenoeum. 
"A  Btory  whose  pathetic  beauty  will  appeal  irresistibly  to  aU  readers."— Post. 

36.  A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JOHN"  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"This  is  one  of  those  pleasant  tales  in  which  the  author  of  'John  Halifax'  speaks 
out  of  a  generous  heart  the  purest  truths  of  life." — Examiner. 

37.  NEW  AMERICA.     By  HEP  WORTH  DIXON. 

"  A  very  interesting  book.    Mr.  Dixon  has  written  thoughtfully  and  well" — Times. 
"We  recommend  every  one  who  feels  any  interest  in  human  nature  to  read  Mr. 
Dixon's  very  interesting  book." — Saturday  Reviete. 

38.  ROBERT  FALCONER.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 

"  '  Robert  Falconer '  is  a  work  brimful  of  life  and  humour  and  of  the  deepest  human 
interest.  It  is  a  book  to  be  returned  to  again  and  again  for  the  deep  and  searching 
knowledge  it  evinces  of  hiunan  thoughts  and  feelings." — Athenceum. 
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39.  THE  WOMAN'S  KINGDOM. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"'The  Woman's  Kingdom'  sustains  the  author's  reputation  as  a  writer  of  the 
purest  and  noblest  kind  of  domestic  stories. — Atfienxum. 

40.  ANNALS  OF  AN  EVENTFUL  LIFE. 

BY  GEORGE  WEBBE  DASENT,  D.C.L. 
"A  racy,  well-written,  and  original  novel.     The  interest  never  flags.    The  whole 
work  sparkles  with  wit  and  humour." — Quarterly  Revieic. 

41.  DAVID  ELGINBROD.     By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD. 

"  The  work  of  a  man  of  genius.    It  will  attract  the  highest  class  of  readers." — Times. 

42.  A  BRAVE  LADY.     By  the  Author  of  "  Jolm  Halifax." 

"A  very  good  novel;  a  thoughtful,  well-written  hook,  showing  a  tender,  sympathy 
with  human  nature,  and  permeated  by  a  pure  and  noble  spirit." — Examiner. ' 

43.  HANNAH.     By  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax. " 

"  A  very  pleasant,  healthy  story,  well  and  artistically  told.  The  book  is  sure  of  a 
wide  circle  of  readers.    The  character  of  Hannah  is  one  of  rare  beauty." — Standard. 

44.  SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 

"This  is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  that  we  ever  read." — Standard. 

45.  THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
"The  author  of  'John  Halifax 'has  written  many  fascinating  stories,  but  we  can 
call  to  mind  nothing  from  her  pen  that  has  a  more  enduring  charm  than  the  graceful 
sketches  in  this  work." — United  Service  Magazine. 

46.  A  ROSE  IN  JUNE.    By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"  '  A  Eose  in  June  '  is  as  pretty  as  its  title.  The  story  is  one  of  the  best  and  most 
touching  which  we  owe  to  the  industry  and  talent  of  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  may  hold  its 
own  with  even  '  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford.'" — Times. 

47.  MY  LITTLE  LADY,     By  E.  F.  POYNTER. 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  fascination  about  this  book.  The  author  writes  in  a  clear, 
unaffected  style;  she  has  a  decided  gift  for  depicting  character,  while  the  descriptions 
of  scenery  convey  a  distinct  pictorial  impression  to  the  reader." — Times. 

48.  PHCEBE,  JUNIOR,     By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"This  novel  shows  great  knowledge  of  human  nature.  The  interest  goes  on 
growing  to  the  end.    Phcebe  is  excellently  drawn." — Times. 

49.  LIFE    OF    MARIE    ANTOINETTE. 

BY  PROFESSOR  CHARLES  DUKE  YONGE. 
"A  work  of  remarkable  merit  and  interest,  which  will,  we  doubt  not,  become  the 
most  popular  English  history  of  Marie  Antoinette." — Spectator. 
"  This  book  is  well  written,  and  of  thrilling  interest." — Academy, 

50.    SIR  GIBBIE.    By  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

" '  Sir  Gibbie '  is  a  book  of  genius." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"This  book  has  power,  pathos,  and  humour.  There  is  not  a  character  which  is  not 
lifelike."— 4  thenoeum. 

51.  YOUNG  MRS.  JARDINE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN.'^ 

"  '  Young  Mrs.  Jardine '  is  a  pretty  story,  written  in  pure  English." — The  Times. 
"There  is  much  good  feeling  in  this  book.  It  is  pleasant  and  wholesome." — Alhenoeum 

52.  LORD  BRACKENBURY.    By  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"  A  very  readable  story.  The  author  has  well  conceived  the  purpose  of  high-class 
novel-writing,  and  succeeded  in  no  small  measure  in  attaining  it.  There  is  plenty  of 
variety,  cheerful  dialogue,  and  general  'verve'  in  the  book." — Athenxum. 

'"Lord  Brackenbury'  is  pleasant  reading  from  begiuuiug  to  end.'"— ^cac7e»i!/. 
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IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS.     By  Mrs. 

OLIPHA^-T,  Author  of  "  Mrs.  Margaret  Maitland,"  "  Adam  Graeme 
of  Mossgray,"   "  Agnes,"  &c.     3  vols. 

SANGUELAC.    By  Percy  Greg,  Author  of  "  Ivy  : 

Cousin  and  Bride,"  &c.     3  vols. 

FETTERED  YET  FREE.    By  Alice  King,  Author 

of  "  Queen  of  Herself,"  &c.     3  vols. 

EXCHANGE  NO   ROBBERY,  ^y  M.  Betham- 

Edwards,  Author  of  "Kitty,"  "  Doctor  Jacob,"  &c.  2  vols. 

"  Miss  Betham-Edwardss  collection  of  tales  is  marked  by  a  good  deal  of  versa- 
tOity  and  pathos.     '  Exchange  no  Robbery '  is  well  told." — Athenoeum. 

"Miss  Betham  Edwards  has  collected  into  two  volumes  a  number  of  tales  ex- 
ceedingly suitable  in  their  sprightliness  and  genial  humour  for  the  present  season." 
— Daily  News. 

"  These  volumes  touch  on  a  variety  of  scenes  and  subjects,  and  afford  very 
pleasant  reading." — Morning  Post. 

A  STORY  OF   CARNIVAL.     By  Mary  A.  M. 

HoPPUS,  Author  of  "  Five-Chimney  Farm,"  &c.    3  vols. 

"  Miss  Hopjjus  has  written  a  good  story,  which  will  raise  her  reputation  as  a 
novelist.  The  descriptive  parts  are  very  fresh  and  spirited,  and  the  charaeters 
secure  our  interest  at  once ;  they  are  lifelike,  full  of  vigour,  and  clothed  in  a 
dignity  of  their  own." — Athemcum. 

"  '  A  Story  of  Carnival '  is  a  pleasant  book,  especially  to  those  who  know  Rome 
well  enough  to  follow  the  author  in  her  animated  descriptions.  The  novel  is  an 
excellent  one  for  passing  a  pleasant  hour  or  two  over." — Daily  Ifetvs. 

"  A  very  pleasant  tale.  The  author  evidently  knows  and  loves  Italy.  Many  of 
her  descriptions  are  excellent." — Morning  Post. 

A  GOLDEN  BAR.     By  the  Author  of  "  Christina 

North,"  "  Under  the  Limes,"  &c.     3  vols. 

'"A  Golden  Bar'  is  pleasant  reading,  every  page  being  instinct  with  refine- 
ment; while  there  is  freedom  from  exaggeration  and  gentle  humour  in  the  draw- 
ing of  every  character. " — John  Bull. 

'•  This  story  is  one  to  be  read  with  a  pleasure  greater  than  that  derived  from 
more  ambitious  and  pretentious  efforts." — Daily  News. 

"  '  A  Golden  Bar '  will  furnish  pleasant  reading  to  those  who  care  for  an  effec- 
tive and  gracefully  written  love-story.  There  are  some  clever  and  delicate  de- 
lineations of  character." — Morning  Post. 

RED  RYVINGTON.  By  William  Westall,  Author 

of  "  Larry  Lohengrin,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"A  singularly  interesting  and  attractive  novel  The  story  is  refreshing  and 
delightful.  It  is  characterised  by  a  clearness  of  conception  and  a  finish  of  craft- 
mauship  which  make  it  generally  satisfying  to  the  reader." — Spectator. 

"  One  of  the  most  readable  novels  of  the  year.  The  conversations  are  both  in- 
teresting and  amusing,  preserving,  as  they  do,  the  racy  and  humorous  manners 
and  modes  of  expression  of  the  self-made  m^en  who  hold  them." — Daily  Neics. 

"  A  forcible  and  interesting  story.  It  possesses  a  good  plot,  a  great  deal  of 
technical  knowledge,  and  considerable  thought  and  intelligence." — John  Bull. 

SAINT  AND  SIBYL.     By  C.  L.  Pirkis,  Author  of 

"  A  Very  Opal,"  "  Wanted,  An  Heir,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"In  'Saint  and  Sibyl'  there  are  some  excellent  pieces  of  writing,  some  touches 
of  poetical  art,  some  highly  dramatic  scenes,  some  pretty  and  pathetic  pictures." 
— St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  A  cleverly  written,  readable  story.  The  two  girls.  Hose  and  Sibyl,  are  ably 
contrasted:  Sibyl  in  especial  is  an  original,  clever  conception."— Z)a%  News. 
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I  HAVE  LIVED  AND  LOVED.     By  Mrs.  For- 

RESTKR,  Author  of  "  Viva,"  "  Mignon,"  "  My  Lord  and  my  Lady," 
&c.     Third  Edition.     3  vols. 

"Mrs.  Forrester  has  written  a  number  of  lively  novels,  ami  none  of  them  is 
more  lively  than  her  laKt,  '  I  Have  Lived  and  Loved.' '' — Daihj  ^''elvs. 

"  '  I  Have  Lived  and  Loved '  is  written  with  extreme  cleverness,  and  the  plot  is 
constructed  with  skill.  It  deals  with  certain  phases  of  society  in  which  the  readers 
of  novels  are  very  generally  interested.  It  is  a  transcript  of  what  actually  goes 
on  in  a  good  many  drawing-rooms  and  country  houses,  and  therefore  it  will  come 
with  a  pleasantly  piquant  familiarity  to  those  who  are  of  the  smart  world,  and 
with  a  sense  of  revelation  t(j^those  who  are  not." — The  World. 

"The  very  best  of  all  Mrs.  Forresters  novels,  full  of  health  and  spirit.  One 
great  charm  of  the  book  lies  in  the  skill  with  which  the  author  has  rendered  every 
one  of  the  personages  interesting.  The  tale  is  told  in  masterly  style,  and  the  in- 
terest maintained  to  the  very  end." — Court  Journal. 

THE  BRANDRETHS.    By  the  Right  Hon.  A.  J. 

B.  Beresford  Hope,  M.P.,  Author  of  "  Strictly  Tied  Up."   Second 

Edition.  3  vols. 
"In  'The  Brandreths  '  we  have  a  sequel  to  Mr.  Beresford  Hope's  clever  novel  of 
'  Strictly  Tied  Up,'  and  we  may  add  that  it  is  a  decided  improvement  on  his 
maiden  effort.  Mr.  Hope  writes  of  political  lifo  and  the  vicissitudes  of  parties 
with  the  knowledge  and  experience  of  a  veteran  politician.  Not  a  few  of  the 
casual  pictures  of  society  are  exceedingly  faithful  and  lively.  The  novel  is  one 
which  will  repay  careful  reading." — Times. 

NEW   BABYLON.      By    Paul    Meritt    and   W. 

Howell  Poole.     3  vols. 

"  This  story  is  clever  and  amusing.  Vivid  and  graphic  scenes  follow  in  change- 
ful succession." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  '  New  Babylon  '  hurries  along  from  one  stirring  incident  to  another,  and  com- 
pels the  reader  to  admire  the  inventive  power  of  the  writers,  and  their  ingenuity 
in  weaving  a  complicated  series  of  incidents." — Era. 

GABRIELLE  DE  BOURDAINE.    By  Mrs.  John 

Kent  Spender,  Author  of   "  Godwyn's  Ordeal,"    "  Both   in  the 
"Wrong,"  (tc.     3  vols. 
""We  advise  all  who  can  enjoy  a  pretty  storj',  well  told,  to  read  'Gabrielle  de 
Bourdaine.'    It  is  the  best  of  Mrs.  Spender's  novels.    It  is  in  her  character-draw- 
ing that  the  author  shows  so  marked  an  improvement."— ^tontfetrd 

" '  Gabrielle  de  Bourdaine '  is  a  pleasant  story  in  its  quiet  and  simple  way.  It  is 
readable  and  attractive." — Athenoeum. 

FORTUNE'S  MARRIAGE.      By  Georgiana  M. 

Craik,  Author  of  "Dorca.s,"  "  Anne  Warwick,"  &c.     3  vols. 

"'Fortune's  Marriage'  is  gentle,  tender,  and  uuexaggerated.  It  is  carefully 
written  and  has  been  carefully  thought  o\xi."—Dailij  Neios. 

" '  Fortune's  Marriage '  is  naturally  and  pleasantly  written,  like  all  Miss  Craik's 
stories.    Both  Fortune  and  Eonald  are  thoroughly  well  drawn." — 81.  James's  Gazette. 

REDEEMED.      By    Shirley    Smith,    Author    of 

"  His  Last  Stake,"  "  AU  for  Herself,"  &c.     3  vols. 
"Her Majesty  the  Queen  and  Princess  Beatrice  have  perused  this  story  with 
great  interest,  and  they  have  been  especially  pleased  with  the  manner  in  which 
the  incidents  that  led  to  the  death  of  the  Prince  Imperial  have  been  introduced  in 
the  latter  part  of  the  novel." — Nottingham  Guardian. 

DAISY  BERESFORD.    By  Catharine  Childar, 

Author  of  "  The  Future  Marquis."     3  vols. 
"Miss  Childar  has  written  a  pretty,  pleasant  story,  full  of  varied  character  and 
entertaining  talk.    Daisy  Beresford  is  a  charming  creation." — Daily  JS'eus. 
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MY    LORD    AND    MY    LADY. 

By  Mrs.  Forrester, 

Author  of  "Viva,"  "Mignon,"  &c. 

"  This  novel  will  take  a  high  place  among  the  successes  of  the  season.  It  is  as 
fresh  a  novel  as  it  is  interesting,  as  attractive  as  it  is  realistically  true,  as  full  of 
novelty  of  presentment  as  it  is  of  close  study  and  observation  of  life." — World. 

"A  love  story  of  considerable  interest.  The  novel  is  full  of  surprises,  and  will 
serve  to  while  away  a  leisure  hour  most  agreeably." — Daily  Telegraph. 

"  A  very  capital  novel.  The  great  charm  about  it  is  that  Mrs.  Forrester  is  quite 
at  home  in  the  society  which  she  describes.    It  is  a  book  to  read." — Standm'd. 

"  Mrs.  Forrester's  style  is  so  fresh  and  graphic  that  the  reader  is  kept  under  its 
spell  from  first  to  last."— Posf. 


SOPHY: 

OR  THE  ADVENTURES  OP  A  SAVAGE. 

By  Violet  Fane, 

Author  of  "  Deuzil  Place,"  &c. 

" '  Sophy '  is  the  clever  and  original  work  of  a  clever  woman.  Its  merits  are  of 
a  strikingly  unusual  kind.  It  is  charged  throughout  with  the  strongest  human 
interest.    It  is,  in  a  word,  a  novel  that  will  make  its  mark." — World. 

"A  clever,  amusing,  and  interesting  story,  well  worth  reading." — Post. 

"  This  novel  is  as  amusing,  piquant,  droll,  and  suggestive  as  it  can  be.  It  over- 
flows with  humour,  nor  are  there  wanting  touches  of  genuine  feeling.  To  consider- 
able imaginative  power,  the  writer  joins  keen  observation." — Dailp  News. 

"  '  Sophy '  throughout  displays  accurate  knowledge  of  widely  differing  forms  of 
character,  and  remarkable  breadth  of  view.  It  is  one  of  the  few  current  novels 
that  may  not  impossibly  stand  the  test  of  time." — Graphic. 


STRICTLY    TIED    UP. 

By  the  Right  Hon.  A.  J.  B.  Beresford  Hope,  M.P. 

"  A  clever  story.  In  '  Strictly  Tied  Up '  we  have  vigorous  sketches  of  life  in 
very  different  circumstances  and  conditions.  We  have  the  incisive  portraiture  of 
character  that  shows  varied  knowledge  of  mankind.  We  have  a  novel,  besides, 
which  may  be  read  with  profit  as  well  as  pleasure." — Times. 

"  '  Strictly  Tied  Up '  is  entertaining.  It  is  in  every  sense  a  novel  conceived  in  a 
light  and  happy  vein.  The  scheme  of  the  story  is  well  proportioned  and  worked 
out  in  all  its  complications  with  much  care  and  skill." — Athenceum. 

"This  novel  may  be  described  as  a  comedy  of  life  and  character.  Thare  is 
humour  as  well  as  excitement  in  the  book,  and  not  a  few  of  the  descriptions  both 
of  people  and  scenery  are  exceedingly  graphic  and  piquant." — Saturday  Review. 


HIS    LITTLE    MOTHER:    and  Other  Tales. 

By  the  Author  of   "  John  HaHfax,  Gentleman." 

"  This  is  an  interesting  book,  written  in  a  pleasant  manner,  and  full  of  shrewd 
observation  and  kindly  feeling.  It  is  a  book  that  will  be  read  with  interest,  and 
that  cannot  be  lightly  forgotten." — St.  James's  Gazette. 

"The  Author  of  'John  Halifax'  ad  ways  writes  with  grace  and  feeling,  and 
never  more  so  than  in  the  present  volume." — Morniiiy  Post. 

"'His  Little  Mother'  is  one  of  those  pathetic  stories  which  the  author  tells 
better  than  anybody  else."' — John  Bull. 

"  This  book  is  written  with  all  Mrs.  Craik's  grace  of  style,  the  chief  charm  of 
which,  after  all,  is  its  simplicity." — Glasgow  Herald. 

"  We  cordially  recommend  '  His  Little  Mother.'  The  story  is  most  affecting. 
The  volume  is  full  of  lofty  sentiments  and  noble  aspirations,  and  none  can  help 
feeling  better  after  its  perusal." — Court  Journal. 
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